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The Eccentric Voice 
A NATIONAL AND REGIONAL 
SURVEY ON THE DEVIL 
The Devil ... 
• Is a rotten and pernicious influence 
• Ain't so bad 
• Is inspirational 
• Don1 know 
• Don1care 
· • Never met him 
• Is liquor in disguise 
•Is women 
..-Is guys 
• Is things that go gluuurk in the night 
• Tastes like food poisoning 
• Has a hairy kiss 
• Is a democrat 
• A pinko 
• A conservative 
• A republican 
• A dirty, degenerate so7and-so 
• Is the other side of us 
• Of you 
• Of mother-in-law 
• Of brother-in-law 
• Makes your bad decisions 
• Votes 
• With your feet 
• Is too much money 
• Not enough 
•Is Lust 
• Temptation 
• Greed 
• Red hair 
• Brunette and sassy 
• Cool blonde 
• Is wearing a low cut dress and a huge crucifix 
• Is an expensive English/Italian sports car 
• Is Spanish garlic soup 
• Makes the world go round 
Send your answers to Cane Toad Times, PO Box 321 
Woolloongabba 4102 
13, 13, 13 ••• Here we are, reincarnated once more 
through the veil, emerging from cosmic stuff 
accompanied by whale music and clanking chains. 
13 weeks, 13 days, 13 hours and 13 minutes later, we 
have risen from our little-lie-down to bring you a 
travel report from "the other other side." 
In issue #13 (or 12A to those who believe) we gaze into the 
crystal ball of bad, crazy and dangerous thir.king everywhere. Superstitions, those 
little signs and omens we all blame for having a shit of a day. 
To bring you this report we've channelled the depths of the superstitious psyche 
wherever we could find it. And let's face it, ·we found it all over the place. We've 
thrown toadagrammes, dangled tarots in front of donkeys, consulted Seers (and 
Roebuck) and slagged off at the Koran. 
After all, the Cane Toad Times is a medium. Who better than your very own humour 
magazine to gaze into the ooglie booglies. The Cane Toad Times: occult above the 
rest. 
There sure are a lot of people out tliere who believe weird stuff is to blame for 
their lives going horribly wrong. All those misguided ning nongs who believe in 
Astrology, Numerology, Scientology, Bacteriology ••• 
Bah, humbug! That's what we say. You ought to steer clear of all that spooky stuff 
if you know what's good for you. We thought augury was a party where everyone 
took their clothes off. Now we know about opening up chickens, and all that 
entrails. Yuck. 
Let's face it, it's bad enough having a shit of a day without reading about it in your 
stars. How can the human race get anywhere believing all that rubbish about black 
cats new moons, ladders, that Scottish play, and the number 13? 
Hey! Guess what? This issue is about Superstition! And it's number 13! Mere 
coincidence? Or is there something funny going on? 
We certainly hope so. 
1rililtf�illltf ••••••••••••••••••••••• � 
Someone tell the Ayatollah. There are really thirteen Salman Rushdies. And every 
day another thirteen spring up out of the ranks of underselling authors world wide. 
If slagging off at the Koran is all you have to do to get a secret hideaway, an 
armed guard and a million seller, can you blame them? 
1rt7iltfTilles ....................... 18 
Oh, by the way, Mr Khomeini, if you read all the stories in the Cane Toad Times 
backwards, taking out every 13th letter, it says something really awful about the 
Koran, 13 camels and a roll of super-strength gaffer tape. 
1rDiltfSpeilk ••••••••••••••••••••• 37 
It sure was Salman's lucky day when he decided to slag off at the Koran. Now he's 
more famous than Mohammed. Remember Mohammed? When is he going to fight 
this Mike Tyson, anyway? 
SUPERSTITION ISSUE 
GRAPHIC: ANGUS MILLER 
eason and logic are 
the superstitions of 
our time. Every age 
has its irrational 
beliefs and every 
civilisation its sacred 
cows. It is characteristic of these 
beliefs that those sharing in them do 
not usually realise how irrational 
they are. They regard their super­
stitions as science, just as we regard 
their science as superstition. Sir Job 
Belke-Petersen, for example, is not a 
superstitious man. 
The fact that his first birthday after being 
sacked as Premier fell on Friday the Thir­
teenth last January is not a problem. 
He's not scared, any more than he was 
when that black activist pointed the bone at 
him
 all those hale and hearty years ago. 
Occult of many colours 
No way. Sir Joh is a man of science -
Creation Science for example - and a man 
of technology - Steam cars and the back­
yard development of nuclear fusion tech­
nology for example. He has no irrational 
beliefs, because God has told him not to. 
It was science which first attracted him to 
unconventional medical pratitioners and the 
proper rational questioning of Evolution. 
It was reason which prompted him to lis­
ten to the inventorwho convinced him to 
launch the fusion powered car, which ran 
on hydrogen extracted from a tank-full of 
- you guessed it- water. 
According to the theory, the hydrogen 
atoms were fused into helium in a 
remarkably small and unshielded device 
referred to as a reactor in the public 
relations handout. 
Less imaginative scientists, still trying to 
work out how to do this without blowing 
the world to bits, no doubt followed the 
story with interest. 
Unfortunately, someone left the keys be­
hind <md the car couldn't be started. 
A reasonable person, however, allows for 
these things. 
His own experiential evidence, having suf­
fered from polio and having benefited from 
an unconventional practice now known as 
physiotherapy, convinced him that doctors 
aren't always right and quacks aren't al­
ways wrong. 
This is, of course, all perfectly true and 
reasonab�e. and he remembered that lesson 
when he let cancer researcher Milan Brych 
in the door. 
Science for beginners 
And of course, he stood up for the proper 
open-minded study of Creationism. 
It isn't superstition at all you know. 
It's science. 
It is in fact the world's first science. Crea-
Water, water, everywhere and not . 
a drink to drop. A fishy story where atomzc 
cars drive to a watery grave, vital evidence is 
watered down, an ex-Premier doesn't realize 
he's got water on the. brain, and a large 
splash is heard in the vicinity of Kingaroy. 
Arthur Gorrie slips into the old wet suit and 
dives headfirst into an Aquacade of lies, 
laughs and luck. (Of course, he checks first 
to see that there are no hidden obstacles, like 
sudden death, or cement shoes.) 
tion science comes from the creation of 
science - from what science was "In The 
Beginning". 
It is the most advanced secular thought of 
Babylon way back when the world's first 
journalist wrote a feature article called 
Genesis. It was probably published in the 
tablets of stone equivalent of Omni 
magazine. 
As far as we know, the writer was not paid 
for -his or her efforts (a Biblical tradition 
faithfully carried through to modem times 
by The Cane Toad Times). 
According to library files of the time, the 
theory goes something like this... God 
made man, which, as Frank Zappa has ob­
served, was his first big mistake. Then he 
made his second big mistake and before 
you know it they'd turned the Garden of 
Eden into an allotment in the suburbs handy 
to shopping centre and trains. 
So much for Evolution. 
Knockin' on heaven's floor 
The same theory has it that the Earth is fiat 
and the sky a beaten metal dome (with 
holes in it through which we can see star­
light on clear evenings). 
It is a train of thought which - pre­
Fitzgerald Inquiry - was to be taught in 
Queensland schools as Science. 
But there's a problem here for true 
believers. 
According to the same theory, God made 
the world and everything in it and around 
(ie above) it, in six working days. He then 
gave in to the temptation of laziness - the 
sin of sloth- and didn't do anything at all 
on Saturday. 
So what's this same God think of de­
regulated shopping hours and doing away 
with penalty rates in the tourist industry? 
Would He work under those conditions? 
We may never know. Babylonian writings 
on industrial relations theory are not as 
common as you might think. 
But that sort of policy problem is not the 
only snag for those who seek to combine 
the scientific superstitions of one era with 
the business and political realities of 
another. 
What about the Cape York space base, for 
example - Spaceport Earth - right up in 
Deep North Queensland? 
Will all the rockets be equipped with giant 
can openers and bumper bars for when they 
run into the sheet metal sky? 
Will they have to make a contribution to 
the maintenance contract to compensate for 
any wear and tear on the celestial scaffold­
ing? 
What if there's an accident and they crash 
into the Sun and put it out? 
Fitz the Cat 
meets the allegators 
But such metaphysical speculations were 
the least of Sir Joh's worries last year. 
1988 must have been a bad year at the 
office. First there was the Fitzgerald In­
quiry, which was being so impolite about 
many of his friends and political associates 
and the Police Force which he had always 
found so helpful and co-operative. 
Then someone came along and ripped the 
whole State out from under him. 
Then they legalised condom vending ma­
chines and people kept on asking all these 
questions which surely had been answered 
well enough at the National Hotel Inquiry. 
There was no substantial, credible 
evidence of corruption. All the evidence 
was from people who were not credible. 
But it all fell apart as increasing numbers 
of police confessed to corruption and even 
Don Lane cracked under pressure. 
Hard-nosed Don "Shady" Lane (as some 
unkind and misguided people called him) 
broke down in the witness box, confessing 
to fiddling his expense account and not 
paying tax on it. Poor Don was a victim uf 
progressive taxation. The incentive motivat­
ing people to minimise their tax wouldn't 
be there with 20 percent fiat rate taxation 
and a few carefully measured welfare cuts. 
Hinze was brilliant. That last remark, as 
he left the witness box, that he hoped his 
evidence had been useful in helping to for­
mulate a Code of Conduct for Ministers ... 
that was surely his finest hour. 
But the big crowds turned out for Sir Joh. 
Friday on my mind 
Like the Pope being hauled before the In­
quisition. People queued up from the early 
hours of the morning. - much as they 
would have to get a closer look at the aris­
tos getting their heads chopped off in 
another time and another article in this pub­
lication. 
It was a dramatic and portentious moment. 
A moment laden with an almost occult 
significance. 
It was one. year to the day since Sir Joh 
had been replaced as Premier, and it was as 
big a moment as any in his 19-year leader­
ship. 
He smiled from between his bodyguards, 
saying hello to the television cameras and 
microphones from just about every news or 
current affairs programme in Australia. 
It may not have .been Friday the Thir­
teenth, but it was High Noon. 
Sir Joh said he was glad for the oppor­
tunity to give his evidence, and as he en­
tered Court 29 to exercise that opportunity 
he looked healthy and relaxed. 
At that moment the City Hall clock rang 
out the Noon. Scrambling masses of repor­
ters evidently remembered not to ask "For 
Whom the Bell Tolls", no doubt recalling 
the Bibilical instruction that this is the sort 
of question one shouldn't ask, especially if 
the answer comes back: "It tolls for Thee". 
In the evidence we heard all about police 
violence and Sir Joh's inaction on it, the 
growth of massive corruption under his ad­
ministration, the use of police for political 
purposes and you name it. 
Only Sir Joh's Norman Vincent Peale at­
titude to positive thinking kept him looking 
unembarrassed. There was stuff about the 
$400,000 defamation payout for the Bond 
before the Broadcasting Tribunal. 
There was more about a Japanese mining 
company that advanced him nearly a mil­
lion dollars for mining leases on his 
property, without actually taking up the 
leases. 
Inquiry documents tabled with Sir Joh in 
the box purported to prove that Sir Joh had 
openly sought favours for his son, John 
and, well, on and on it went and don't you 
worry about that. 
Sir Joh dioesn't have to worry about 
Friday the Thirteenth. 
He's already had his bad luck. 
ARTHUR GORRIE 
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n 14th July this 
year, the French 
people will cele­
brate the Bicenten­
nary of the storm­
ing of the Bastille 
- one of the first big events in the 
years of turmoil that was the French 
Revolution. 
No-one's selling Queensland politics 
1989 as a revolution; yet the attitudes 
and posturings, chestbeatings and 
browbeatings, public outpourings 
and recriminations we've witnessed 
in the Fitzgerald Inquiry and its af­
termath bear a strong resemblance to 
the events in the Committee of Public 
Safety leading up to the beady days 
of Tbermidor. 
Likewise no-one is comparing Johannes 
and Florence Bjelke-Petersen to Louis XVI 
and Marie Antionette, but the defiant com­
mand of "Don't you worry about that" is an 
obvious echo of "Let them eat cake". 
Intriguing, n'est pas? 
Guillotine's Island. (Rpt.) 
The French Revolution was basically 
brought on by a bankrupt monarchy and a 
ruling class heavily into rorting the system. 
It wasn't the peasants so much as the mid­
dle class who got up in arms because they 
weren't getting a sufficient piece of the ac­
tion -financially or politically. 
Most of the power and money in pre­
revolutionary France was held by the clergy 
and the nobility: the First and Second Es­
tates. They made up about 1% of the 
population. The rest of the population -
the middle class and peasants - made up 
the Third Estate. 
It wasn't that Third Estate were so poor­
France was a pretty rich place at the time 
- but they were disenfranchised, were 
being taxed to buggery and had Buckley's 
of being made head of the TAB. 
All the really cushy, high-pay, high-status, 
no-work jobs - like Directeur of the 
. Croissant Marketing Board - went to the 
lords and the preachers. So all the bankers 
and the lawyers and the business people 
were mightily peeved that they were being 
lumped together with the smelly peasants. 
Joh/Louis - a heavyweight 
fighter sticks his neck out 
In 1789, Louis XVI could see things were 
looking pretty jumpy so he called together 
the closest thing they had ·to a parliament, 
the Estates-General. This was similar to 
Bjelke-Petersen setting up the Fitzgerald 
Inquiry -it led to his getting the chop. 
The point being that no king in his right 
mind would have started the Fitzgerald In­
quiry unless he knew exactly what its con­
clusions were going to be. 
History suggests that the old monarch may 
have been a nice guy, or at least a well 
meaning buffoon but he blindly surrounded 
himself with self-seeking charletans out for 
fast deals, big bucks and a pound of flesh 
-horse or human, who cares? 
Louis XVI, like Joh, hung around for a 
while trying to take the credit for a situation 
rapidly running out of control. He even 
gathered the title 'Restorer of French Liber­
ty', but no-one believed it for a minute and 
the knives were glinting behind him. 
Aristocrats were spilling their guts and rat­
ting on their old class. Desperately ignoring 
the fact that they had been right in the thick 
of things with the king. They tried to per­
suade the sceptical masses that things were 
going to be different from then on, honest! 
The change of government you have when 
you're not having a change of government. 
But the Committee of Public Safety had 
been set up and was determined to get to 
the bottom of things. Robespierre was a 
smart lawyer who wanted get all the dirt out 
into the open. And so the outpourings star­
ted, everyone had a story to tell - some 
were honest and upright, others guilty as 
hell. So what if there was a bit of confusion 
sometimes? 
All the time the press and the public gal­
lery were calling for more blood. At the 
Fitzgerald Inquiry there was actually a 
regular in the gallery who brought knitting 
to while away the hours. 
And after the revelations, came the 
prosecutions and, for many, the guillotine. 
Even Robespierre himself was caught up in 
the recriminations and beheaded. There aru 
lessons here for all of us. 
The problem was that there was no clear 
direction. Some people had bright ideas and 
rose to prominence for a while. Soon to be 
discredited and replaced by another bright, 
temporary course of action. Things got a 
little out of hand for about ten years or so. 
The Napoleon Solo Show 
So what happened after the excesses? 
Well things stayed pretty whacky for a 
while. But no wackier than the Merthyr by­
election where amongst a motley collection 
of politicos, clairvoyants and transvestites, 
is Gerry Bellino, former Valley vice king. 
Eventually, a leader who was genuinely 
popular assumed power. Napolean became 
First Consul (with a little help from the 
military) on Christmas Eve, 1799. He was a 
great benevolent dictator establishing sound 
domestic policies. His one big mistake was 
trying to take over the rest of Europe. 
It would be pleasing to think that society 
had progressed beyond the point where we 
need strong, charismatic leaders to show us 
the way, the truth and the light. However, in 
reality we seem to need them more than 
ever. 
So is history really is going to repeat it­
self? According to the parable, the time is 
right for a genuinely popular political 
leader to take over the helm in Queensland. 
With a personal popularity rating at 61% 
and rising- and higher than Bjelke-Peter­
sen's ever was- Opposition leader Wayne 
Goss is the only person around currently 
who fits the bill. The crunch will come 
"It wasn't that the Third Estate were so poor, 
but they were disenfranchised, were being 
taxed to buggery and had Buckley's of being 
made head of the TAB". 
So you say you want a redistribution? There 
you go,five for me, one for you. The parallel 
between the French Revolution and this great 
Estate of ours certainly hasn't been lost on 
Anne Jones, who gets to the cutting edge of 
blood- soaked his to ires that always repeat. 
when the crowd scene extras discover that 
he is, in fact, a card carrying member of the 
ALP. 
That is traditionally roughly equated with 
promoting compulsory child cannibalism. 
He is however doing a pretty good job of 
marshalling those ALP troops from the 
othec side of the great popularity divide. 
Perhaps the Queensland electorate will 
swing further to the right and a brand new 
leader will emerge? Events are still unfold-
ing. The political makeup of Queensland is 
changing, but how much? And how fast? 
And will it be any better? 
Never underestimate the potential of a bad 
situation to get worse. 
If a new order emerges that is an im­
provement on the old feudal system, we 
should count ourselves very lucky. 
ANNE JONES 
�7 
��-... • rom time to time the 
odd ad pops up on the 
personnel pages of the 
Centralian Advocate 
under the distinctive 
logo of the Collins 
Radio Company - the company 
name superimposed over a series of 
concentric rings reminiscent of a 
radiating radio wave, or of a radar 
screen, or, perhaps most to the point, 
of a target. 
And below this intriguing letterhead ap­
pears, somewhat surprisingly, not an ad for 
a broadcast technician. or an electronics 
engineer, but a call for plumbers, refrigera­
tion mechanics, or cooks. Cooks, indeed, 
who are to work "in a Mess complex 
producing up to 600 meals a day", and 
cooks, no less, with "knowledge of interna­
tional, vegetarian and nouvelle cuisine". 
Newcomers to the Alice might be forgiven 
for thinking that the outback is playing host 
to some enterprising sunrise industry -
microchips in the desert perhaps - but 
longer term residents hardly raise an 
eyebrow at the mysterious personnel re­
quirements of the Collins Radio Company 
- we know that Collins is code for CIA 
front, and that the 600 meal Mess complex 
is nestled furtively in the McDonnell 
foothills on the edge of town, in the service 
of what may yet tum out to be the ultimate 
sunset industry, the Joint Defence Space 
Research Facility at Pine Gap. 
So when the Prime Minister announced on 
November 22nd that Australian operational 
staff at the base were to be increased from 
10% to 30%, the logical place to go to take 
advantage of this great employment boom 
was to the Collins Radio Company. 
The office is handy to the bulk of its 
clients, the hundreds of US personnel and 
their families who live in the adjoining 
suburb of Gillen, and yet secluded enough 
in a side street not to invite undue attention 
from passers-by. In fact , the only remark­
able thing about the Collins Radio Com-
' 
pany facade is a slot in the wall, with its 
plaque proudly proclaiming "U.S. Mail". 
All through December, American 
housewives have been posting their Chris­
sie pressies back home via the Starlifter, 
which each week loads up gift-wrapped 
cookies and boomerangs alongside 
thousands of reels of electromagnetic tape. 
These tapes, when deciphered, unscrambled 
and analysed back in the States, yield in­
formation about Soviet · military 
deployments crucial to the development of 
the Pentagon's nuclear battleplans. 
Between Rockwell 
and a hard place 
Behind the facade, Collins Radio is not all 
that open. On the arrival of half of a dozen 
members of the Alice Springs Peace Group 
recently, all doors and gates were im­
mediately locked, and the police sum­
moned: hardly an encouraging sign for 
would-be job-seekers. When we were 
finally given access to the . foyer, an 
American security official, who we had 
previously encountered out at the airport 
directing operations during a Star lifter visit, 
hastily and wordlessly withdrew to an inner 
office, leaving a highly agitated local to 
deal with our inquiries. 
There followed a somewhat bizarre ex­
change, during which our hapless host at­
tempted to convince us of his sincerity by 
stoutly defending his Aussie patriotism, 
while lying to us about the functions of 
Collins Radio, which, he claimed, were 
merely to maintain services to the town 
houses of Pine Gap personnel. 
In fact, Collins Radio, which first came to 
Alice Springs in 1966 from its hometown of 
Dallas, was in charge of construction at 
Pine Gap itself, and has continued to 
provide support services, and to recruit lo­
cal labour for that purpose, ever since. Cor­
respondence from Collins identifies itself, 
with slightly less circumspection, as Collins 
Radio Constructors Inc., and lists offices in 
Alice Springs and Adelaide. 
I 
Goooood Morning Alice Springs! 
When the ratings come in from around 
Australia, the Collins Radio Company is 
never listed on the top ten. In fact, it's never 
listed, due to its strong connections with the 
CIA and its top secret installations around 
Central Australia. 
Russell Gold.flam smuggled in the details. 
And our further research has shown that 
Collins Radio was taken over some years 
ago by one of the ten largest U.S. defence 
contractors, Rockwell, which gives as its 
head office an address in Lilydale, Victoria. 
There it is listed under the still less 
euphemistic name of Collins Defence 
Electronics, a subsidiary of the Rockwell­
Collins International Division of the Rock­
well conglomerate. 
Rockwell is notorious for its role in the 
building of the B 1 bomber, and has been the 
target of Quaker-led U.S. peace movement 
protests over recent years. 
Anyway, our job search quickly came to a 
dead end, and besides, it's doubtful whether 
we would have been able to successfully 
negotiate the rigorous security assessment 
to which all Collins· Radio applicants are 
subjected. First off there's the "nationality 
criteria": you have to be either an 
Australian citizen or a permanently resident 
British subject who has lived here for at 
least five years. Then, a search is made of 
N.T. police records to see how criminal 
your local past is. Next, you undergo an 
ASIO security assessment. And if you 
manage to jump through all those hoops, 
you still have to pass an interview with a 
"Security Liaison Representative". That's 
all a trifle more than your average cook 
might expect on applying for a 
straightforward chef's job. 
Chief cook & bottle washer 
Actually, the job we were after was rather 
more challenging altogether. Mr Hawke had 
also announced that an Australian would be 
promoted to second-in-charge of the whole 
shebang- Deputy Chief of Facility- and 
that was the post we had in mind. We were 
assured, though, that there was absolutely 
no connection between lowly Collins 
Radio, and such an exalted position as 
Deputy Chief of Facility. 
So we were particularly surprised to read 
in The Age a few days later of a conversa­
tion their reporter Karen Cooke had when 
she rang Collins Radio in connection with 
this story: 
" ... a voice suggested the reporter speak to 
Peter Woodruff, 'the bloke from the 
Australian Government'. The conversation 
with him went something like this: 
Does Collins Radio recruit for Pine Gap? 
Look, /' m not going to answer those 
questions. 
If someone saw an ad for Collins Radio in 
the paper, could they assume it was for a 
job at Pine Gap? In an Alice Springs 
newspaper, yes, they could assume that. 
What does it do? You'd best ring Collins 
Radio about that. 
That's what I thought I was doing. No, 
you're speaking to the senior officer at 
Pine Gap. 
You mean the Australian personnel 
officer? No, the top Aussie. 
You mean. .. I'm the deputy chief of the 
facility. 
Oh. How long have you been in the job? A 
couple of weeks. 
A spokeswoman for the Minister of 
Defence, Mr Beazley, confirmed yesterday 
that Mr Woodruff was the senior 
Australian officer at Pine Gap." The Age, 
13/12/1988 
So it seems Collins Radio isn't as innocent 
as it claims, or as discreet as perhaps . it 
should be - that inadvertant conversation 
was the first public disclosure of one of the 
most significant post-war appointments in 
the Australian intelligence community (if 
we can believe the Prime Minister). So far 
the local media have chosen to ignore Mr 
Peter Woodruff's appearance on the scene, 
but we are not so inhospitable as to join this 
conspiracy of silence. Welcome to Alice 
Springs� Mr Woodruff, and Happy New 
Th� 
. 
And talking of. seasonal greetings, the 
official 1988 Pine Gap Christmas card 
featured a holly wreath superimposed on a 
familiar looking device of concentric rings 
- a target, if you like. How thoughtful. 
RUSSELL GOLDFLAM 
Le Scoops 
of Paddington 
Continental Sidewalk Cafe 
Open 7 days and nights 
Quality ice creams and sorbets 
made on the premises 
• Light meals • Coffees and teas 
• Exotic juices • Atmosphere 
• Savoury and Sweet Crepes 
on Weekends 
283 Given Tce,.Paddington, 
Brisbane. Ph. (07) 368 2640 
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Cane Toad Times investigates Modern Mystics 
vatars, 
shamans, 
medicine people 
gurus call them 
what you will - mystics have 
been around for a long time and 
will probably continue to be so. 
Getting to be a mystic isn't that hard really. All you've got to do is call 
yourself one. Go ahead. Try it. Say "Hi, I'm a mystic", and chances are 
someone will believe it. After all, who's going to say you're not? 
Well, the Taxation Department for one. They have a very good sense of detection when 
it comes to spotting phonies, and the severity of the concern is tied to the income which 
many mystics say they're not earning from all their alms and relatives. 
But if you can get around the tax situation you're looking at a fairly satisfying and 
lucrative career. Things you say will be taken literally by total strangers. Donations of 
money will pour in from conscience stricken rich types and you'll be doing a host of 
chat shows. 
Just make sure you've glanced over at the charter of the Church of No Principles first. 
Swami Bob obviously has. 
The following is a personal account of a day in the life of Swami Bob. Only the facts 
have beeen changed to protect the Swami. 
• 
CREDITS: MARK BRACKEN, PETER MERRILL & STEVEN HAMILTON 
I like to keep in tune with the universe, and quite often I dabble in 
picking up the psychic energies of horses. Perhaps you'd like a copy 
of my new book "Swami Bob does the Racing Industry", incruding tips 
on how to win and win again and again. 
· a ·� 
4 :t 
� f.i�f, Wakey,_ wakey, hands off ghandi. �wami Bob always gets. up late. He 
· 
.
:
lt
�
� 
then tnes to remember what he d1d yesterday. But what IS yesterday 
� but the day before tomorrow? In matters of personal appearance, the 
·..,., , crystal ball should always be handy, lest you be unable to see as far 
���< as breakfast. 
Waking up is hard to do. Usually I have my choice of over 5000 types 
of coffeee, but this morning the cosmic vibrations are stongest over 
the cheapest brand I could find in the supermarket last night. 
<'it Releasing all the day's tension takes on an excitiing new dimension 
't when Swami Bob gives his internal circuits a thorough cleansing. Bob 
.; recommends Nylex tubing when irrigating the colonies, as inferior 
· brands of hose can kink up into the most uncomforatable of positions. 
· . "Get one of those cheap brands and you're looking at a hospital bill 
far in excess of what even I earn." This cleansing stance is called 
Yogiplumma, from the Urdu for 'He that spits in the eye of the storm'. 
1l.�� 
noon 
� 11 
Newtown, Aboriginal for "Piss off Whitey", 
contains a microcosm of micro-organisms 
festering, spreading, living, farting and 
breathing, all at the same time. Professor G 
Snook , of the Church of No Principles ,takes 
a long, hardened look at a slice of Sydney 
before gobbling it up and spitting it out in the 
streets of your town. Strange Days Indeed. 
c 
Why try and hide it? 
You've had more than 
enough to KILL a lesser 
human being! Face it! 
You're TOXIC! 
So warn your friends with 
this Terry Murphy design. 
Highly graphic, red & blue artwork 
with 500 year half-life on white crew­
neck TShirt. Winner of this years' CTT 
Toady for most fashionable TShirt 
c 
L ________________________ j 
Ritual, religion and superstition 
ate last decade, 
anthropologists, mis­
sionaries and ex­
plorers from the 
developing Pacific Is­
land nations became 
fascinated by the unsophisticated 
European peoples. living ·in ignorant 
bliss on the eastern coast of 
Australia. 
Many intrepid thirsters-after-
knowledge undertook the hazardous 
journey by plane from New Zealand, 
Fiji, Tonga or even Samoa in order to 
experience first-hand the strange 
beliefs and customs of these forgotten 
white tribes whose way of life, it is 
now believed, has remained the same 
for almost two hundred years. 
Many intrepid thirsters-after-knowledge 
undertook the hazardous journey by plane 
from New Zealand, Fiji, Tonga or even 
Samoa in order to experience first-hand the 
strange beliefs and customs of the�� forgot­
ten white tribes whose way-of life, it is now 
believed, has remained the same for almost 
two hundred years. 
The peoples inhabiting the dense, topical 
brainforests of urban Sydney exercised the 
greatest attraction on the newly arrived 
scientists and adventurers, though many of 
the Okka tribes of this region haa .never 
seen a black person before and at first dis­
played great hostility. 
In some instances, though, the tall, mus­
cular Maoris and Tongans were welcomed 
as gods, and indeed many Okkas took them 
to be the returning spirits of their ancestors 
after observing their prowess at rugby 
league and boxing. Of course, when it be­
came evident that the visitors could not live 
without television their humanity was ack­
nowledged, and the Okkas accepted their 
gifts of country music and food cooked in 
the ground. 
Displacement & the 
Dissapearing Barbers 
The first bold individuals to penetrate as far 
as the seedy, flea-infested lowlands of the 
inner-west, however, encountered a savage · 
and disillusioned race whose only material 
possessions were old newspapers, empty 
bottles, transistor radios, refrigerators and 
battered copies of Readers Digest conden­
sed books. 
These people were isolated from both the 
suburban dream-sites and the fertile 
coastlands by seemingly impenetrable so­
cial scenes and a chain of expressways 
which formed an impassable barrier to a 
people dispossessed of cars. 
Aware that these tribes were rapidly be­
coming displaced by affluent invaders from 
the "hi! "-lands to the north and east, many 
anthropologists chose to stay and live 
among them to learn more about a way of 
life that would one day vanish along with 
the SP bookmaker and the men's barber. 
Sydney Style 
Often, the scientists fell in love with the 
carefree, hedonistic way of life and adopted 
the local customs and dress. Little of their 
research has ever been properly documen­
ted, perhaps because Okka tradition forbids 
them from ever discussing their religion or 
politics, particularly when gathered at a 
watering hole. 
Recently, however, an importar1t collection 
of beer coasters by an anonymOllS author 
fell from the back of a truck into the hands 
of this magazine. A seminal study of the 
diverse cultural groups living along an im­
portant trade route in Newtown thus came 
to light for the first time. The following 
selections have been chosen at random: 
These generaliy simple and grubby people 
depend entirely on the bloodplain known 
as King Street for their essential daily 
requirements of caffeine, alcohol, 
prescription drugs, cockroach traps, di­
sinfectant, taramasalata and barbecued 
chickens. On weekends they trek to local 
marketplaces to sell their Barry White 
records, second hand clothes, Marxist 
paperbacks, salt and pepper shakers, 
potplants, candles and sausages in order 
to afford security gnlls, deadlocks and 
burglar alarms. 
Dotted along King Street and separated by 
more than just pavement are a number of 
permanent settlements called parbs 
which are home to warring -� ihes who 
recognise no other parb but theirs and 
often practice k_arbaric rituals under the 
guidance of a sort of shaman known as 
the parblikan. These tribes all worship a 
universal creator god called Be-er, im­
bibing a liquid made from bubbles, 
froth, soapy water and chemicals in or­
der to order to commune with the 
divinity, but in reality it is the local 
deities- Toohey, Foster, Resch, Cooper 
or even Hahn - who command the 
greatest allegiance. 
Despite their differences, the natives of 
these mutually hostile villages have in 
common an animosity towards the 
nearby churges - heavily fortified set­
tlements resembling the parbs but lack­
ing faith in Be-er and dedicated instead 
to archaic tree cults which in modern 
times take the form of guitar-worship. 
The churge tribes believe that that they 
can become intoxicated by fervent sing­
ing, strumming and hand-clapping but 
the fact that they appear healthier and 
better dressed than the parb peoples in­
dicates that they are no doubt im­
poverished in a spiritual sense. They 
pray to a supreme god called Love 
Child, who they claim is 'different from 
the rest'. 
These very distinctive sub-cultures in the 
Newtown region have obviously developed 
in response to the rugged environment, the 
harsh financial climate and the heavy traffic 
which all but makes parb-crawling impos­
sible. Some of the most important groups 
are described below: 
The Punta People 
The Puntas of the Shakespeare parb (parbs 
are often named after a totemic ancestor of 
the tribe) are a miserable and despondent 
people who fear the rays of the sun and 
gather together as early as possible over 
tables sheltered from all light. Each Punta 
relies on a personal oracle which he holds 
to his ear at all times in order to keep in­
formed of weather conditions at sacred sites 
called tracks. The Puntas believe in a form 
of sympathetic ma-gic whereby their atten­
tion to the names, numbers and weights of 
dogs and horses will bring meat to their 
refrigerators and always carry a piece of 
folded paper on which magical inscriptions 
are made, though these marks may mean 
nothing to another Punta. 
The main deity of the particular parb is a 
Lord of the Heavens known as Sky Channel 
and it is through him that the Puntas learn 
of matters of life and death. At certain 
times, however, he may be simply a god of 
war or love, a consort to earth goddesses 
who emerge from the divine mud. Other 
Puntas pay homage to minor deities called 
Wild Cards and may spend hours in a 
trance-like state offering silver coins to 
these idols, in the unshakeable belief that 
these will return in abundance at some later 
date. 
Punta women, when not worshipping the 
sacred animals, are normally charged with 
officiating as High Priestesses to Be-er or to 
the terrible goddess TAB the Destroyer, 
most merciless of all deities. 
The Puntas world-weariness appears to be 
a result of the constant effort they make to 
propitiate TAB. On the rare occasions when 
their prayers are answered and their sacrifi­
ces accepted there is much slapping of 
backs and the parb will became very noisy, 
as this is thought to drive off evil spirits. 
Puntas rarely leave the parb, due to fear 
that they will be unable to find their way 
back. 
Superstition is rife amongst these people, 
who believe that any combination of num­
bers whatsoever is capable of bringing good 
fortune. They carry a number of small cards 
in each pocket and each night are careful to 
tear these up so that an enemy cannot make 
use of them for his or her own ends. 
The Rock-star Worshippers 
The Rock-star worshippers of the Sandrin­
gham parb believe they are descended from 
some primeval union of a rock and a star 
and practice a ritual involving loud music 
in order to frighten away the spirits of the 
deaf. These people dress in tight, black 
clothes and leather as these symbolise the 
darkness from which they .sprang and to 
which they long to return through the 
guidance of their local deities known com­
monly as the Drargs but called many other 
secret names in hushed whispers. 
Many Rock-stars actively participate in 
creating the vibes for these nocturnal 
ceremonies and thereby become devoted to 
the fickle goddess Gigg. The other less­
favoured acolytes must be content with 
standing at the altar until sufficiently 
covered with the sacred substance, sweat. 
Their parblikan will often put an end to the 
ceremony by pronouncing the magic incan­
tation: lastdrinksandtakeaways after which 
the rock-star worshippers may emerge from 
their trance, claiming that the rock of their 
mythology has become a stone. 
Outside the parb, they often lose all sense 
of motor co-ordination, as if they had been 
hit on the head with a rock, and were seeing 
stars. They have a superstitious fear of any­
thing that is white <,>r straight and rarely 
hang out their sheets on a hills hoist. They 
also think that metal earrings will ward off 
the evil influence of the public service, 
while an electric guitar will increase their 
fertility. 
The Yo-Pee Tribes 
The Ya-Pees have recently infiltrated New­
town, beginning at the Cecchini parb and 
slowly taking over the Marlborough, one­
time home of the Yobs. They brought with 
them their worship of the god Munni, a 
mystery cult where material possessions are 
accummulated and hidden so as to trick the 
god into providing even more. Ya-Pees 
divine the future by the careful examination 
of cocktails or by studying the arrangement 
of potato crisps poured into a small wooden 
bowl by the parblikan. They refuse to swear 
allegiance to Be-er, since they believe that a 
swollen belly indicates the eventual produc­
tion of children, an insult to Munni. 
Ya-Pees occupy high stools, so as to be as 
far from the base earth as possible, con­
sidering parb floors to be the dwelling 
places of the dead. They carry plastic cards 
in their wallets or purses and �ar colourful 
garments to attract the opposite sex, though 
they also pray to Munni in secret whenever 
a sexual opportunity presents itself. 
The Ya-Pee parbs, unlike others, reject 
Television as a demon and do not encourage 
homage to the Wild Cards or even Sky 
Channel. Many Ya-Pees will go so far as to 
worship foreign deities such as Heineken, 
Grolsch or Corona. 
Most Ya-Pees are sunworshippers on the 
weekend but prefer candlelight when feast­
ing. The wine bottle, pepper grinder and 
coffee percolator are sacred objects. 
The Barbarous Boozas 
The Boozas of the Carlisle Castle parb wor­
ship the schooner glass believing that if it 
should ever be left empty the universe itself 
would suffer a similar fate. Consequently, 
when worshipping their two main deities, 
Pool, god of vengeance, and Jukebox, god­
dess of music and poetry, they always en­
sure there is a supply of full glasses on 
hand to guard against just such a cosmic 
catastrophe. 
They are a warlike people who solve their 
disagreements by facing each other across a 
rectangular, green table, armed only with 
thin sticks tipped with felt. In this way they 
are able to rid themselves of much of their 
aggression, though a large number of 
serious injuries have resulted from this 
ritual confrontation, particularly when one 
Booza has claimed ownership of the table. 
The Boozas sit their drinks on thin wafers 
known as coasters and sometimes practice a 
form of magic where they will tear a 
coaster into pieces while reciting a charm, 
believing that their enemy - or even the 
parblikan - will suffer a similar fate. 
When a Booza is extremely angry, he or she 
may refuse a shout, but to do this without 
sufficient cause could warrant banishment 
from the parb community .. 
Boozas begin each day with a period of 
quiet meditation known as the hangover but 
generally become ecstatic as night falls, 
when they will offer silver coins to their 
two deities and attempt to obtain spiritual 
guidance from their High Priestesses who 
serve Be-er. On weekends they may some­
times leave the parb to go on hunting ex­
peditions to grassland areas which are the 
home of various pastoral deities such as 
Crigget, Foo-Tee and Barbie. Though they 
may transport many implements for this 
purpose, as well as a portable shrine for Be­
er worship, they normally return with noth­
ing. 
The Boozas believe that the ball is a sym­
bol for the world and must be hit, kicked 
and punched if they are to control it. Bad 
luck will befall a Booza who lacks ball 
skills, or who smashes the sacred schooner 
glass, and it is likely that the gods wiE �ap­
ple them from their barstool, an event that 
is frowned upon by the parblikan. 
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welcome. 
by Milton Reach 
Back tracking in a regurgative econ­
omy has led to a paricularly nasty 
case of an effervescent Australian 
foreign debt of more than $80 bil­
lion. 
In an attempt to curb this rapidly 
nauseating effect on the balance of 
payments, Treasurer Paul Keating has 
outlined a radical new methodology, 
based loosely on an amalgam of psy­
chic energy and astrology. 
Under the working title of"Astrole­
conomics", the Treasurer's new plan 
involves printing a person's astrologi­
cal sign on their social security card. 
" Selection by SIGN rather 
than experience" 
Keating chose to illustrate his new 
plan by particularising the Australian 
automobile industry. 
Those with fire signs will work in the 
welding and foundry divisions. The air 
signs will work in the spray painting 
and tyre pumping areas while water 
signs such as Aquarians would take 
responsibility for keeping things clean 
and the radiators filled. 
Geminis would be utilised as tem­
porary replacements in all areas of 
industry when the substition of one 
worker for another who is on holiday 
or sick leave required a replacement 
with similar characteristics. 
Politicians would especially require 
Geminis for taking the !1ak when 
they made embarrasing public 
statements. 
Mind readers 
Also, mind readers would sit outside 
the Melbourne club, stock exchanges 
and taxation offices to see what the 
opposition were up to. 
Clairvoyants would be put in charge 
of town planning. Telekenetics would 
take over as air traffic controllers. Pis­
ceans would be put in charge of sewer­
age outlets. 
The completely insane will remain 
in charge of passenger aircraft design 
and marketing. 
"Keeping an eye on all the bad 
fakirs in Parliament would keep the 
Aryans, sorry, Aries busy for some­
time yet." said Keating. 
DON'T WORRY ... 
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BE TOADY! 
In your Cane Toad Times ·Torso Shirt 
Features the "Flying Toad" Logo 
Use Order Form on page 39 
Proposed International Airport Big Thing 
Big Things On The March! 
Yes, Big Things that make you 
go "Erk! Look at that!" in 
Queensland, are spreading up 
and down and far and wide over 
this great planet of ours. In their 
relentless search for Truth, Jus­
tice and the Big Things way, Cane 
toad spies from all over the world 
have been feeding us with the big 
scoops on the latest and upcom­
ing Big Things. (*Denotes pro­
posed Big Thing) 
The Big Mandarine 
Height: 6m 
Magnification Factor: x70 
Material: Fibreglass 
Location: Mundubbera, Queensland 
The Big Koala 
Height: 14 m 
Magnification Factor: x22 
Material: Bronze 
Location: Dadswell's Bridge, 
Victoria 
The Big Ear of Wheat* 
Height: 37m 
Magnification Factor: x148 
Material:? 
Location: Dimboola, Victoria 
The Big Oyster* 
Height 20m 
Magnification Factor: x200 
Material: Fibreglass 
Location: Taree, NSW 
by Max Term 
The Big David 
Height: 20m 
Magnification Factor: x5 
Material: Marble 
Location: Raptis Plaza, Surfers Paradise 
The Big Prawn * 
Height: 15m 
Ma&ffification Factor: x150 
Material: Fibreglass 
Location: Ballina 
Albert, The Big Bull 
Height: lOrn 
Magnification Factor: x6 
Material: Concrete and Steel 
Weight: 45 Tons 
Location: South Audobon, Ohio 
Name The Big Toad! 
And speaking of big things, the time has 
come to announce the winner of the 
Name The Big Toad Competition! 
Yes, the Big Toad, the Cane Toad Times 
very own Big Thing, has been psychoac­
tively disturbed waiting for its name and 
has been pacing up and down a lot and 
getting very hungry, so hungry that it 
tried to eat the world up, be we stopped it 
by telling it that we'd give it a name next 
ish. Keep those suggestions rolling in! 
J 
CHINESE BIKER, ENDS COMA GRANN�'S BAD LUCK C�Cl.E! 
WORLD'S UNLUCKIEST 
WOMAN· TURNS INTO 
byMrWong 
In a freak accident that statisticians 
claim was way beyond the realms of 
possibility, Ms Annie Bye from St 
Louis, Missouri and Mr X a Xiao Ping 
from a remote Chinese village, collided 
head-on on the Sydney Expressway. 
Ms Bye was so well known for her bad 
luck that residents of St Louis refused go 
near her home in 13 Craps Road due to 
constant aircraft and automobile accidents 
and the inordinate number of three legged 
rabbits and black cats. In fact the only people 
who dared go near the place were mirror and 
cat food suppliers. 
Holidaying in Australia, Ms Bye was 
recovering from the recent death of her en­
tire family in a freak home microwave ex­
plosion. 
By an extraordinary piece of bad luck, a 
top secret nuclear weapon fell from outer 
orbit onto the Bye family while they were 
eating dinner and set fire to the microwave. 
The fire ignited a can of petrol unluckily 
left near the dining table and immolated the 
entire family group. 
Ms Bye was spared because she was in 
hospital having a rare Austrian aardvark 
removed from her throat. She had inhaled it 
while doing deep breathing exercises out­
side the local zoo. 
In Australia, Ms Bye had been travelling 
north in a rented car. 
Car rental spokesperson, Reg Adsett said 
that she was extremely unlucky. 
"We'd just got a recall notice from the 
manufacturer about the defective steering 
component. We'd pulled all those models 
off the road except hers. It was due to be 
fixed the day after she rented it," he said 
Mr Adsett said that a casual desk clerk had 
unwittingly given her the car. 
The car's steering had failed at an esti­
mated 120kph, her car veered onto the other 
side of the expressway, glanced off three 
semis, and impacted Mr Xa's bicycle. 
Mr Xa had won the bicycle in a China­
wide competition along with a round-the­
world air ticket and expenses. 
He was thrown more than three furlongs 
over the edge of a I OOOft drop but landed on 
a discarded two cubit wide inner-spring 
mattress that not only cushioned his fall but 
was filled with money and jewels. 
Xa collected a reward from grateful owner 
Sir Peter Adams, who had misplaced the 
priceless family heirloomS and rare Egyp­
tian coinage during a spring cleanout 
Suffering a slight scuff mark on one of his 
shoes, Xais recuperating on Adams' Barrier 
Reef island in the company of leading poli­
ticians and artists. 
Ms Bye's injuries include a broken spine, 
head and internal injuries, and severe brain 
damage. 
She has been given two weeks to live, or, 
as one hospital spokesperson commented, 
"One, if she's lucky". 
FORTUNE COOKIE! 
The Stuffed Toads 
FRIENDS FOR LIFE 
Your very own personalised stuffed toad is now 
waiting for you to give it the home that it deserves. 
The Sentinel 
$15.0Dea 
These little critters have a thousand 
T and one uses around the Q house and garden. Use them as paperweights for those im­T portant documents that could 
Sl blow away on the slightest 
Zephyr or Sirocco and save 
T you millions of dollars; prop Q them up against that door that 
no matter what you do keeps T swinging open; of course they Q make the perfect pair of 
T uniquely Queensland book­S2 ends; freak out your cane toad hating friends by leaving one 
T or two in their beds, or basins S2 or toilets or fridges or 
kitchen sinks or car dash­
T boards; leave them near S2 hungry kiddies to suck 
T on; put them around the Q garden to scare off burglars and those 
T animals that are con­Q stantly ruining your 
flower beds; pose 
T them in all sorts of Sl illegal and immoral am­
plexus positions and take T explicit photographs that Sl could net you $1000's from 
sick and degenerate magazine 
publishers; make crazy cane 
toad confections using them 
as moulds. 
The Magnum 
$35.00ea 
These toads are the genuine article, fresh 
from the cane fields of Far North Queens­
land and lovingly stuffed using only the 
highest quality stuff mg. Pretend they're still 
alive by giving them pet names. They love 
sitting motionless in front of the TV and 
won't even complain when you watch 
Graham Kennedy or Clive Robertson, and 
theydon'teat much. Theywon'tbore youto 
death by going on at length about french 
philosophers or german psychics or any­
thing like that and best of all these Cane 
Toads never ever quote poetry to you! 
New! Free Range Toads! 
Joining our regular range of Stuffed Toads 
T are the Cricketer and The Mag­S2 num! Yes,theseToads arekin tothe one/s you may or may not already 
T have. In fact, these toads were so Q miffed that their relatives were being 
sent all over Au�talia to loving de­
cent Toad fanciers that they de­
manded to be put up for adoption 
T immediately! And who are we to ar­Q gue with the wishes of these special larger size Toads?! 
The Cricketer 
$25.0Dea 
TheCricketer, at 150mm 
high, features an on drive, a high 
quality cricket bat and ball, a cute 
polystyrene cap, and is mounted on a 
fmely polished piece of Aussie 
mulga wood. Just the Toad for that 
sports loving acquaintance! 
Then there is the top of the 
range Toad, The Magnum ! Yes, go 
ahead, make it's day! It's high, wide 
and handsome, rearing up to its full 
height of 170mm, and not only that, 
it's BIG! and clasping a miniature 
Special Toad Issue of the Cane Toad 
Times, and it's mounted too! This, 
the defmitive stuffed Toad,is suitable 
for the Boardroom, the Trophy Case 
or just about any Very Important 
Place you can think of! Yes, even 
there! The Magnum is a must for 
Toad lovers everywhere, and is a 
world exclusive for the 
Cane Toad Times. 
And how much would you 
expect to pay for a genuine stuffed 
toad? Well not only do you get the 
Toad of your choice, you also get an 
official registration form that allows 
your pet's name to be registered in 
the Official Cane Toad Times 
Stuffed Toad Register Computer 
Bank. So you can own the toad 
forever and ever and no one can 
mount any kind of legal or 
�thical challenge against 
you, and all it costs you 
is $15 for the Sentinel, 
$25 for the Cricketer, 
or $35 for the 
Magnum! 
Use C>rcler Form on page 39 �15 
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"Woman accused by neighbours of 
removing the vital organs, causing 
plagues, uttering strange incantations, 
and looking "kind of funny like" � 
Summing up after the 2 week 
trial of self confessed witch 
Zelda Salem, Judge Reinholdt 
declared "there is no possible 
reason that the defendant 
should be held any longer" 
Ms Salem had been accused by her 
neighbours of removing the vital or­
gans of several household pets, causing 
plagues of rats and mice, uttering strange 
incantations late at night, how ling at the 
full moon and looking "kind of funny 
like". 
Senator John Kass, former White­
house aid and strident anti-occult cam­
paigner, claimed that because he had 
accidentally run over Ms Salem's newts 
eye collection, he had been cursed. 
"Now every time I piss, I miss the 
seat. So it's affecting my wife as well. 
"And the weeping sores mean wash­
ing the sheets everyday. I've had 
enough!" said Senator Kass. 
Ms Salem's laywer Marvin Michel­
son quickly put paid to these damning 
allegations by pointing out that the 
neighbourhood was built next to a gar­
bage tip, accounting for the rats and 
mice. 
ARTIST'S IMPRESSION 
Yes, cause absolute strangers to 
hand over all their worldly posses­
sions without argument! 
Collect money jewels and valuables that 
can see you retiring right now! 
Yes the secrets of the ancients can be 
yours alone for just $9.99! 
These are genuine Alien writings discov-
by Louis Cypher 
.... ,..,. ... IJiolces 
"'J:l'''<" 'j"·' .the 
As for the sores, Michelson revealed 
that Kass was employed by the White­
house as a germ warfare expert, and 
had been closely involved in a secret 
project to lower the morale of Russian 
housewives. 
In dismissing the case, Judge Rein­
holdtcommented that he would've been 
pissed off too if someone had run over 
his newts eye collection. 
He said that just because citizens 
wore pointed hats, commuted by 
broomstick and 
enjoyed a good feed of raw offal 
doesn't mean they're a witch, even if 
they admit it. 
"And besides, we weighed her, and 
she doesn't weigh as much as the 
world's biggest duck," the Judge said. 
Black cats all over the world are 
really very annoyed at the way they 
have been treated by superstitious 
hum ans. 
"I'll fang the next witch that blames me 
for her gammy leg," a well-known dark­
grey cat said today. 
"Some people are allergic to us, but 
that's as far as it goes," said Tabby, a 
Persian blamed for three plane disasters, a 
losing streak of 119 years at lotto, and 
Sammy Davis Jnr. 
"If you think that domestic animals have 
any influence over human destiny, you de­
serve all the bad luck you get," she said. 
ered only just recently. Honest 
These secret teachings will put lead in 
your pencil and ink in your bank account. 
Just send now and be released from all 
work, forever. 
Send now to 
PO Box 321 
Woolloongabba Q 4102 
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Quixote chez lui. Ill' 
An excerpt from a short, silly novel The Gucci Archipelago featuring the 
misadventures of Quixote and Panza, two Sydney private detectives. 
Don Quixote is cute and nice, but not quick. Of the two of them, 
you'd have to admit Sancho Panza got the quickness. 
The novel opens when Quixote is lured out of working retirement by the news 
that his partner Sancho Panza has been stiffed. However, when he visits the morgue, Quixote discovers 
that the supposed corpse is in fact 90 kilos of Waldo if Salad stuffed into a pair of panty hose. 
Pursuing the mystery takes Quixote to Chapter Two, where he meets Brenda, 
obviously a character who is going to turn up later in the book. 
After being biffed unconscious by the Sheriff, a big authority figure in blue, he finds Sancho in the back of his 
car- apparently none the worse for being attacked by wild geese and fitted up with high grade smack. 
According to Sancho he had been kidnapped by mad chemists in search of a formula for hair tonic. 
They discuss the ramifications of this in a greasy spoon cafe, but when Quixote goes out the back for a piss 
he is grabbed, clubbed, bashed, strangled, and injected. 
He wakes up in a Veterinary hospital. He has been transformed into a kangaroo. 
We join the story at Chapter Five, having got all those vital but tedious early plot elements out of the way. 
�� ancho took Wigrarn and Booth onto 
Johnston. We were in sight of the 
Witches' houses when he spoke. 
''You were already going furry when I 
got out to the yard," he said. '1 heard you 
scream. By the time I got through the 
kitchen only your hind legs were sticking out of the 
bush. I loosed off a couple of shots into the bushes 
and they dropped you. I dragged you back into the 
snack bar. By that time you were already more or 
less ... the way you are now ... " 
I said nothing. I had been hoping that he wouldn't 
talk about it. 
He ran the Hillman up onto the footpath outside his 
mother's house. I found it difficult to work the lock 
on my side, but eventually I got the door open and 
hopped out. 
Sancho was already halfway up the steep steps 
beyond the heavy ironwork gate. I struggled after 
him, scratching my fleas, my mood getting steadily 
worse. 
The Witches' houses were worth a lot of money. 
There were three of them, tall spindly Victorian 
· looking Gothic things, probably Queen Anne, I don't 
know. Miriam- who was no't only Sancho's mother 
but also the Sheriff's sister- had found it suddenly 
easy to buy them since dumping Sancho's father, and 
taking up with the immeasurably more wealthy and 
influential ] ack Plant. 
Sancho's father was Adolpho Panza. Yes, the same 
Adolpho Panza who had been State Secretary of the 
Femocrats- a splinter party trying for the balance of 
power in Federal and State spheres. Adolpho had 
been the man behind the woman behind their most 
successful policy- power dressing. 
Miriam was, I'd heard, happy with her new 
husband Sir John Plant, a minister in Labor's Right 
Wing Faction, now in power in NSW. He had been a 
useful stepping stone for Miriam on her way to 
owning a lot of Sydney. 
To his credit, Plant's portfolio was vague. 
Something to do with implementing old Liberal 
policy, or greasing business leaders. Whatever it was, 
it made it very easy to achieve things in real estate. 
The Sheriff kept his distance. About arms length. 
Just far enough to drop the odd bundle of small bills 
in Jack's pocket to keep things sweet. with the 
Minister for Police. 
This was the environment in which we had been 
trying to run a detective agency - having to put the 
lid on every second case when it became clear that 
the missing person we were looking for had become 
an integral part of someone's construction site and 
that one of Jack's friends had put them there. They 
ran the city and Sancho and I picked up the crumbs. 
Strictly speaking, it wasn't what you'd call honest, 
but it worked. 
And it was true that the system prevented any 
major outbreaks of crime beyond the rackets they ran 
in heroin, crack, coke, amphetamines, downers, girls, 
and back-room casinos. They kept the peace. 
This was the environment in which I had developed 
my unaccountable, chronic and masochistic 
disrespect for figures of authority. It was that fat blue 
line between being on the inside and getting shafted. 
S ancho was waiting for me at the top of the steps. As I struggled up, I reflected that this little episode with the geese and the 
kangaroos did not seem to be on the normal agenda. 
Heroin, crack, coke, amphetamines, downers, girls, 
and back-room casinos I could understand, but there 
was something a little worrying about gangs of 
murderous geese and presumably mad scientists 
attacking people and turning detectives into 
kangaroos - especially from a personal point of 
view. 
Whatever we were mixed up in, it was big, and I 
had the feeling that neither the Sheriff nor his 
political friends were going to have the answers. I 
was going to have to do some above average 
sleuthing, I realised, othewise I was going to be one 
very out of work roo. 
There. I had said it. I had to face it. Not long ago, I 
was part of the system. Now I was part of the fauna. 
A casualty of the goose gang. It was not very 
reassuring. In the midst of a big case, I had become 
one of the exhibits. It was like drowning in your 
bathtub on the Titanic. Not a very significant event in 
the order of things, when you think of it. 
It was getting on towards one o'clock in the 
. morning and Jack and Miriam were still up -
entertaining as usual. Jack Plant MLA would have 
half the elite of Sydney's better society and drug 
traffickers in his games room hovering over the green 
felt tables and passing information and money back 
and forth. Miriam would be renovating some room or 
other, carving up her Witches' houses into a series of 
designer catastrophes. Her mania for fixing up places 
had got so bad she had bought a partnership in a 
hardware business to get trade prices on Polyfilla. 
Sancho was waiting for me at the door. We were 
obviously going to meet the Sheriff and plan some 
itinerary for tracking down the goose gang, and I 
wasn't looking forward to it. My fleas were biting. I 
turned to look over Rozelle Bay and Jubilee Park. 
Little bright patches glimmered in the over-riding 
gloom. A burble of noise was coming from inside the 
big house -it was the middle one of the three. Here 
and there, I could see an over intoxicated party guest, 
red-faced and black-tied, lurching across the lawn to 
throw up quietly in the roses. 
"Come on Skippy," Sancho quipped. 
I hopped the rest of the way up the path. 
Sancho spoke on the intercom. I could hear 
Miriam's voice. She was one of those gorgeous, 
obsolete looking women who are always on the 
telephone, shrieking. That was when she wasn't 
deconstructing some perfectly decent architecture 
and making it · over a la Lyotard, Foucault, 
Baudrillard, or any other interior designer she 
happened to be taken by this week. 
The door caved in, Miriam burst out, threw herself 
in between us with an arm around each, and dragged 
us inside. 
Sancho disentangled himself at the sight of the 
canapes, and made a bee-line for a tray of pickled 
pigs feet, grabbing a glass of champagne on the way. 
T hat left me with Miriam. And where Miriam was, her brother the Sheriff was not far behind. Sure enough, I saw his bloated form 
down the far end of the room, presenting his ideas to 
the morning editor of the Sydney Clarion. 
''You look so cute when you get that three day 
growth," Miriam was saying, sort of shoving at me 
with her breasts and squeezing my kidneys through a 
handful of fur. "How nice of you to come. But this 
isn't like you, Quixote," ·she said, ruffing the fur 
under my chin. "I had the distinct impression you 
weren't fond of our little gatherings." 
It was true. I didn't relish the thought of social 
policy being decided over sturgeon's roe and 
pressurised, bottle-fermented pinot-noir juice, all 
paid for by such delightful developments as the 
"hole-in-the-wall" up the Cross where you pushed 
money and your arm into a wall to get shot up with a 
cocktail of horse anaesthetic, paint thinners, and 
speed - or any other combination of chemicals that 
happened to fall off the back of a big-business deal. I 
thought it over as her tits squelched against me. You 
couldn't underestimate Miriam. Jack was in the 
House, but Miriam called the shots. 
"It's serious, Miriam." 
"What is?" 
"Attempted murder." 
''You want to kill someone? Here?" 
''No. I'm investigating an attempted murder." 
"How nice! Would you like to come upstairs? We 
could go to my room. You could pump me for 
information." 
I leered at her. This was proceeding very nicely. I 
wasn't the sort to be distracted by suggestions of 
torrid sex. I just liked it, that's all. My leer slid across 
her bare shoulder like _a lamb from a ewe, and onto 
the scattered crowd of party-goers clustered behind 
her. The Sheriff had looked up from his 
conversational media bash and was sizing me up 
from across the room. Here was one little tete-a-tete I 
wasn't looking forward to. I was going to need 
·fortification, I thought, and grabbed a glass of 
champagne from a passing tray as I forced my eyes 
back on to Miriam's cleavage. My resolve hardened 
again. Her breasts, pushed upwards by an underwire 
bra, seemed to pulse warmly. I couldn't move any 
closer without moving inside her. My roo-aroma was 
obviously sending her crazy. And I was feeling a little 
excited myself. 
Her nose wrinkled. 
She sniffed the air. 
"What's that smell?" she murmured. 
She looked towards the kitchen, and muttered to 
herself angrily, '1t's Jack and his fucking ice-cream 
crepes." She turned back to me with an apologetic 
look. '1 wish he'd let me do the cooking." 
The mood was waning. What was happening to my 
animal charm? Under my nervous paws I felt the 
skin of her back through the crepe de chine 
"something'' she was wearing. The clip of her bra 
was as hard as a rasp. Around it, under pressure, the 
skin puckered. 
Miriam's attention, diverted by the smell of burning 
ice-cream, had now been caught by the sight of a 
pyjamaed Cyril Slugg- Queensland's Minister for 
the Environment, Mines and Racing - emerging 
from one of the bedrooms. He stood about two and a 
half metres in his socks and weighed 200 kilos, 
wringing wet. His eyes, like carnal magnets, focused 
on Miriam's front. 
Two strides on those legs of his and he was looming 
over us. His pyjama pants were sort of bowed out 
and I could see through the vent in the front his 
shlong, sheathed in a black condom, was half erect. 
T here was no way I was going to stay in the same room as Cy Slugg - I wasn't hanging around for a shaft of long pork from this 
renowned animal lover. 
Cy earned the respect of his colleagues for his 
handling of his portfolio - his way of respecting the 
environment was to fuck it up the arse. That was par 
for the course in Queensland. Now I knew how it felt 
to be an endangered species. 
I slithered away thinking I might take refuge under 
Sancho, but he was nowhere in sight. Nor was the 
Sheriff. What were they up to? I looked 'round 
nervously. 
It had been a long day. I wasn't feeling well. I 
grabbed another glass of champagne and skolled it. 
The rush of bubbles fizzed in my brain. My knees felt 
awfully loose and my tail was numb. Maybe the 
champagne was drugged? Of course ... with alcohol. I 
grabbed a bottle and stepped through a doorway into 
a balcony. 
The night air blew in my face. The balcony was high 
above the meaningless confusion of my day. It made 
my troubles seem tiny, insignificant, ant-like. I could 
have stood there for hours, with that cool dark wind 
like a strong cup of Blue Mountain Caramel blowing 
though my brain, except that standing in front of me, 
blocking my view of Glebe Bay and smelling like 
Vichysoisse was the one person in the world I most 
wanted to avoid. It was the Sheriff. 
The Sheriff's voice was a whisper of impending 
doom: 
"Shut the door, Sancho." 
I should have smelt him. Coming out from behind a 
cloud of Romeo y Julieta fumes, Sancho walked 
quietly behind me and slid the glass door on its 
tracks. The edge made tiny scrunching noises as it 
moved on metal beads and closed with a penetrating 
click. The champagne tasted sour in my mouth. I felt 
the fur bristle along my back. 
This was the environment in 
which we had been trying to rnn a 
detective agency- having to put 
the lid on every second case when 
it became clear that the missing 
person we were looking for had 
become an integral part of 
someone's construction site 
and that one of Jack's friends 
had put them there. 
They ran the city a�d Sancho and 
I picked up the crnmbs. 
The Sheriff, who was about the same size as Cy 
Slugg but about twice as round, moved swiftly 
towards me, his hands lightly touching my sides. 
"He's not carrying anything," Sancho said behind 
me. 
The Sheriff grunted acknowledgment and moved 
away. His resemblance to a gigantic tuber vegetable 
was remarkable. His voice though, was the sound of 
a puncture kit fizzing pressurised rubber gunk into a 
flat tyre. 
"What do you know about Adolpho Panza, 
Quixote?" he asked, lighting a Fatima. Cigarettes of 
fate. The cigarette smoke changed the aroma of the 
air from Vichysoisse to Potato Dauphin. 
"Nothing," I lied. 
The Sheriff;s strangely wandering eyes hardened. It 
was a look of warning. 
"Nothing much," I said quickly. ''Your ex-brother­
in-law. Your sister's ex-husband. State Secretary of 
the Femocrats. Sancho's Dad;" 
"Add this," the Sheriff said, between plumes of 
Fatima smoke. "Bitter, twisted, and very probably 
insane. Disappeared. Co-incidentally, Hortense 
Nudeckster - the other big political loser of recent 
times, ex-leader of the Bible Thumpers in the Upper 
House -has also disappeared." 
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Bright lights. Big kangaroo. 
"Shut up and listen. The entire 
kangaroo population of Taronga 
Park has been kidnapped. Sancho 
- the hairiest man we have -
has been experimented on and left 
for dead in the boot of your car. 
You've been transformed by 
chemical injection into a 
kangaroo. Adolpho Panza- a 
bitter and twisted Chemist of your 
acquaintance- has disappeared 
with a self-confessed bible-
thumping megalon1aniac and 
political failure ... wouldn't you 
say there's some connection?" 
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I didn't like the sound of this. I furtively sipped some more champagne, only spilling a small amount into my pouch. 
"So what?" 
"Shut up and listen. The entire kangaroo population 
of Taronga Park has been kidnapped. Sancho - the 
hairiest man we have - has been experimented on 
and left for dead in the boot of your car. You've been 
transformed by chemical injection into a kangaroo. 
Adolpha Panza - a bitter and twisted Chemist of 
your acquaintance - has disappeared with a self­
confessed bible-thumping megalomaniac and 
political failure ... wouldn't you say there's some 
connection?" 
"The hairiest man we have? What do you mean? 
Sancho's on my side!" I turned to my partner. He was 
leaning over the balcony, enjoying his cigar. 
The Sheriff laughed. 
"Quixote, do you think a bumbling idiot like you 
would have been allowed to operate a detective 
agency? You're a front." 
I was affronted. 
''Why didn't you tell me this before?" 
''Why should we tell you?" the Sheriff said. "Do 
you think you'd be Satisfied on the pittance you make 
from missing pets if you realised your company was 
on the take?" 
When you consider it, this question really didn't 
require an answer. 
"All right," I said. "Now I've got a question for 
you." 
The Sheriff's snout quivered as his nostrils expelled 
twin plumes of grey-blue, nicotine flavoured carbon­
dioxide. "Yes? What is it?" 
"Just this," I said- and I meant it- ''Why me?" 
"Daddy's gone 'round the bend," Sanch butted in, 
"he's out to get us." 
The Sheriff sighed a wheezing, spluttering sigh. 
"Adolpha's unhinged enough to take the irrelevance 
of the Femocrats personally, and who better to hold 
to blame than the man who took his wife and son 
and now sits in Government ?" 
"If he's after Jack Plant," I said, "not that I can 
blame him, that doesn't explain why it's me who's 
the kangaroo. It could be a lot more embarrassing 
being a kangaroo politician than a kangaroo 
detective." 
"Small beans, Quixote," the Sheriff said. "He's not 
interested in turning his enemies into kangaroos. You 
just got in the way. He wants to destroy his enemies, 
crush them, obliterate them, humiliate them and 
particularly, make them cry." 
"And how is turning me into a kangaroo going to 
do that?" 
The Sheriff turned to Sancho. "Didn't you tell him 
about the hair tonic?" 
Sancho shrugged. "I told him. That doesn't mean he 
believed it." 
''Did you tell him about the Cucci Archipelago?" 
Sancho toughed out the Sheriff's stare for a second, 
then broke, " ... not as such," he admitted. 
The Sheriff swiveled back to face me. ''You better 
believe it, Quixote. Hair tonic is big bucks." 
''Perhaps," I agreed, ''but I can't see the connection." 
T he connection is Hortense. She's the megalomaniac. Like all true megalomaniacs and religious nuts, she's got hold of some 
very threatening weaponry, just by having enough 
money to buy it. One of the smaller Arab states has 
given her a province, and she styles herself as 
Hortense of Arabia." 
''Very attractive." 
''Very dangerous. She's managed to get hold of a 
nuclear warhead." 
"A nuclear warhead? What does she need a dippy 
Chemist for, if she's got an A-Bomb? She can hold the 
world to ransom." 
-
''You've got no imagination, Quixote," the Sheriff 
sneered. "There's such a thing as subtlety, you know. 
It's all related. The geese, the hair tonic, the 
kangaroos, and the A-bomb. And it's all happening 
on the Cucci Archipelago." 
"Not the kangaroos and hair tonic again," I moaned. 
The Sheriff moved towards me with a rustle of 
dacron and threw a fist the size of a leg of lamb at my 
head. I had no chance of getting out of the way. I 
heard the whistling flesh as his fist flew towards me 
- and as my face tried to crawl around to the back of 
my head. 
His fist stopped a millimetre in front of my snout. It 
quivered there, seeming to have a life of its own and 
an obscene desire to get my blood, skin, teeth and 
gums all over itself. 
The Sheriff snorted disgustedly, let his hand open 
and slapped me lightly on the tip of my snout. Then 
he faded back into darkness of the balcony, 
wandering among the hanging plants. 
''You tell him, Sancho," his voice came to us, in 
burbling, menacing tones. 
Sancho spoke from among the plants. 
"Here's what I've got so far, Quixote. Using the 
chemical dear old Dad has developed, Hortense 
intends transforming the entire population of the 
Cucci Archipelago into kangaroos. Hortense is a 
major stockholder of International Cucci Time Share 
Apartments so she'll have no trouble introducing the 
chemical into their water supply." 
He paused· to release a mushroom cloud of cigar 
smoke, before continuing: "She will then use the 
warhead - over Israel. Nuclear missiles from an 
Arab state into Israeli territory should provoke a 
response, and this will lead to a full scale nuclear 
holocaust." ' 
"What use is that?" I complained. "We'll all be 
killed!" 
"Probably not. Most people don't know it, but 
nuclear war is no longer dangerous. Just 
embarrassing. The military developed the neutron 
bomb which killed people, but left buildings intact. 
Now they've developed the follicle bomb. It doesn't 
kill you, it just makes your hair fall out. Follicle bomb 
technology is the in thing right now. Billions of 
people will be bald- all over." 
"But is that really so bad?" I asked. "Some people 
are already bald, and they seem to cope with it all 
right." 
"That's true, Quixote, but on the Cucci Archipelago 
thousands of world leaders, magnates, media moguls 
and fashion plates will be bald kangaroos. Would 
they cope?" 
"Well ... " 
"Remember," Sancho said, "these are highly fashion 
conscious people. There is no way you can make 
baldness in kangaroos fashionable. It just wouldn't 
work. So the one thing that bald kangaroos would 
pay just about anything for - if they had the money 
- is hair tonic. Anyone clever enough to corner the 
world market on hair tonics will make a fortune." 
"Wait a minute," I said. ''Even supposing the 
existence of rich kangaroos, which is laughable, the 
hair tonic idea doesn't fit. Everyone knows that 
there's no such thing as a hair tonic. They don't 
work." 
"Up until now," countered Sancho. "Hortense has 
bought into hair tonic world wide. She'll have the 
means of production when the kangaroos go bald 
and they're screaming for a real hair tonic. And 
Daddy's found one - extract of wild goose. And it 
works. Hortense's goons have been out chasing wild 
geese, all over the world. Now all she needs is proof 
that humans can be turned into kangaroos with 
Adolpho's chemical. That's where you come in, 
Quixote." . 
'1 still can't see the point of all this - so what if 
she's incredibly rich from selling hair tonic? 
Presumably she's already rich anyway, or she 
wouldn't have been able to afford to buy bits of the 
Middle East." 
''Very astute, Quixote. Presumably, as you say, she's 
immensely rich. Why shouldn't she want to be even 
richer? To be the richest person in the world, 
perhaps? It may make her feel good. But you're right. 
What she really wants is power." 
H e stubbed the cigar out against the railing. Sparks flew into the blackness. He threw the cigar end after them. "Once the situation has 
stabilized, there's one spin-off that ties it all together. · 
Sure, the kangaroos will have their hair back, she'll 
be a squillionaire, and everything will be back to 
normal ... 
"Well," he chuckled, "almost normal. One thing to 
have changed is that a fair percentage of rich, 
important, powerful people of the world will be 
kangaroos. There may be some resentment from the 
population that their leaders are not in fact human 
and look like some innocuous Australian marsupial 
more noted for pathetic children's television than the 
cut and thrust of world domination." 
''We can assume therefore that in the shakeout, there 
will be a strong push for kangaroo power. And since 
these people more or less control the world, it won't 
be long before you see bills of full citizenship for 
kangaroos being passed. This won't make much 
difference in most places, but it has very serious 
ramifications in Australia. You, my furry friend, will 
have full voting rights once more." 
"And so I should," I agreed. 
"But so will 60 million of your furry brothers and 
sisters in the wild. Whoever controls the kangaroo 
vote will hold government. And as kangaroos come 
:from the country, they'll be very conservative. They'll 
be voting for all the broken-down peanut farmers, 
puritanical Lutherans, moral rights campaigners, 
uneducated cow cockies, straw-chewing, slow­
talking, petty-minded, hypocritical bible-thumping 
candidates that can be rounded up to stand for 
election. Hortense, leading this flood of pumpkin 
scone fundamentalism, will sweep to victory. 
Kangaroo power." . 
His words made some sort of weird sense. 
'1t's crazy," I complained. 
''That's politics." 
"What do you want me to do?" I asked. 
"Be bait." 
"What? You want to sucker me again?" 
"Quixote," the Sheriff said sweetly, his voice 
carrying a hint of menace and freshly chopped 
chives, "we've never stopped suckering you. Sorry to 
point this out, fellah, but when it comes to sucker 
bait, you're a natural. You just walk onto the set, and 
there you are, an incredible droob, with your foot in a 
big pile of shit halfway up your shin. We're just 
taking advantage of your natural assets." 
I hardly heard his words, but I got the sense easily 
enough. I had to say something. 
"Get fucked," I said. 
"Quixote," Sancho said soothingly, reaching out and 
grabbing a handful of fur on my shoulder. ''Think of 
it in terms of solving the case. We want to bust 
Hortense, fix her applecart, then go home to bed. It's 
that simple. She'll want you as a specimen, to check 
on the affects of Adolpho's kangaroo drug. We'll just 
dangle you out there, wait, and sooner or later, she'll 
bite." 
''Look," I explained, "this might seem selfish, but 
I've got enough problems already." As I spoke, trying 
very hard not to start screaming, I was looking for a 
way out. The Sheriff's vast bulk moved to cut me off 
from the balcony door. 
I wrenched my shoulder free from Sancho's grasp, and leapt for the opening. Something big and unyielding smashed into my face, flattening my 
snout as if it was the soggy end of an icecream cone 
being scrunched into a kids gob at the movies as the 
lights go down and the first ads swell on the screen. 
It was the plate glass. It wobbled in its frame with a 
dull, booming sound. My head reeled, spitting stars 
out into the blackness of the cloying night air. Sancho 
made a grab for me. His fmgers loomed in front of 
my face. I kicked a potplant into his leg. I think it was 
a geranium. Shards of terracotta and dirt sprayed the 
balcony. 
The Sheriff came from between the hanging ferns, 
big and fast. His fists floated out of a nether world, 
stinging like the collisions of an hydraulic hammer, 
snapping my head back on my neck. My temples 
puffed out from my skull like filo pastry, already 
inflating with blood. Dizzy, I lunged at the Sheriff 
and missed completely. My body followed through 
and over the balcony. With a lurching spasm in my 
stomach, I cleared the rail and plummeted towards 
the garden, three storeys below. 
Try grabbing air to keep yourself above the ground. 
It doesn't work. I felt my paws clutch ineffectually at 
nothing as my front legs cartwheeled. At the same 
time I felt my tail stretch, twist and grab. It caught the 
lower horizontal bar of the railing for a moment, 
jerking me back towards the wall of the house. Then 
with another jolt, it jerked free. I was catapulted in an 
arc towards the wall. Directly in front of me was a 6 ft 
sash window, propped open with a lump of three by 
two. I went through the closed part, ducking my 
head. The wood struts and glass smashed against my 
back. My momentum kept me turning until my hind 
legs were below me again. I hit a table. It collapsed 
beneath me, spilling me onto the floor. I was in th.e 
kitchen. Standing across the room, her hand under a 
silver tray covered with canapes, was Brenda. 
M y slide on my back across the kitchen floor ended with my head coming to a quiet, thudding stop at her ankles. I looked up 
the skirt of the black and white French maid's thing 
she had on. She was wearing plain white underpants, 
and between her legs her bikini line was showing, 
little wisps of pubic hair curling against the insides of 
. her thighs. 
Of course, the silver tray came down on the floor 
next to my ear. 
I rolled to one side and pushed the kitchen door 
shut with my shoulder. 
Brenda hadn't moved. Her black miniskirt I noticed 
was set off nicely by her red hair. With her long legs, 
her wide apart breasts loose behind the bib, and her 
wide apart eyes, it was a very fetching combination. 
''Brenda! What are you doing here? On second 
thoughts, don't tell me. It's not important. Tell me 
something else instead. Can you get me out of here? 
In a hurry?" 
Her nostrils flared. She wasn't being very friendly. 
Picking up an empty Moet bottle by the neck, she 
smashed it against the fridge. The end splintered 
away, leaving a jagged circle of glass. 
"Keep away from me, asshole, or I'll cut your 
fucking heart out with this," she said, waggling the 
bottle at me. 
''Take it easy, Brenda. Don't you remember me?" 
"Remember you?" she laughed, a tad hysterically. 
''Why should I remember you?" 
"It's me. Don't you recognize me?" 
"Just get away from the door, slowly, and let me get 
past, and it'll all be better in the morning, after 
you've had a good night's beddy byes," she said. 
''Brenda, don't be ridiculous. It's me, Quixote. 
Remember? I met you at Dixon Street. We went to 
play tennis. White City." . 
The jagged edge of french-green French silica waved 
closer. I noticed the lace-edged bib on Brenda's 
costume was attached to shirred polished black 
cotton shoulder straps. Her breasts, pushed flat by 
the bib, were visible at the sides. As she waved the 
Moet bottle, trying to force me away from the door, 
they bounced distractingly. Except for the straps 
which crossed halfway down before they attached to 
the black skirt, her back was bare. Her armpit, I could 
see, was tattooed "Girl of the Week" just as I 
remembered it. How was I going to convince her? My 
squelchy looks didn't seem to be helping. 
"Brenda," I pleaded, "I let you down at White City. 
But I couldn't help it. It wasn't my fault. Really. I 
wanted to play tennis. I'd much rather have played 
tennis and got to know you better than have a needle 
stuck in my dick and get turned into a kangaroo. You 
seemed a very nice person." 
I could hear the sounds of confusion above. 
"Oh dear!" I said. "I've got to get out of here. 
They'll kill me!" 
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It was a hot night. The coathanger sagged. 
"Want some grass?" she asked me. 
"Pot? No thanks. I could use some 
bladey grass, though, it feels like I 
haven't grazed for days. Pot 
makes me paranoid." 
"My fridge doesn't rnn to lawn 
clippings. Wait till I finish this, 
and then I'll fix you a salad." 
22� 
S he looked at me closely from behind the jagged glass. Her eyelashes were purple. They framed big green eyes. 
She frowned. "Are you really that Detective?" 
"Which Detective?" I asked, panicking. 
"The one that called the Sheriff a sausage." 
"Sausage features." 
''That's it," she said. "Christ, what a dork." 
"A dork? If you thought I was a dork, how come 
you asked me along to play tennis?" 
The bottle wavered. Above, footsteps crashed on the 
stairs. 
"Oh, you were cute, in a dorky kind of way." 
The sounds above crashed closer. 
In a minute or two, they would be in here, looking 
for me. It wasn't as if I was conspicious or anything, 
but the tail did tend to give me away. 
''I really have to get out of here," I pleaded. 
''Really?" Brenda asked. ''Then why don't you 
leave?" 
''I need help. My car's outside, but I can't fit into the 
driver's seat. I can't even fit into the passenger seat. 
These feet are murder." 
She looked at my hind legs. They ended in large 
claws. "You're going to be a monster when you grow 
up," she laughed. 
''Brenda," I relaxed. ''Put down that bottle, please. 
Let's get out of here." 
"All right then," she relented, tossing the bottle into 
the corner. ''I'll go first." 
Edging to the door she peered into the room 
beyond. Crouching behind her, I was faced with the 
bare expanse of her back. 
She turned. 
''Hey!" she complained "don't stand so close to me. 
You smell like underlay." 
''Underlay, underlay," I murmered, remembering 
Speedy Gonzales. 
''The coast is clear," Brenda whispered. 
She darted from the kitchen across the lounge to the 
corridor, turned, then signalled for me to follow. I 
crossed the lounge, leaving claw marks in the nap. 
There was no-one on the stairs. Apparently 
everyone was out on the lawn, looking at the hams. 
Pretty soon they would be heading back up to the 
kitchen. 
We took them three at a time. The carpet bulged out 
over the edges of each tread where it had been 
stretched by countless footfalls. 
We sped through the ground-floor hallway, weaving 
between philodendrons and dracinas in tall tulip 
shaped earthenware pots. 
The front door was open and the front garden 
deserted. The air was cooling rapidly. Sparkles of 
moisture clung to the V-shaped blades of grass. We 
crossed the lawn at a run, and quickly descended the 
stone steps from the garden, tumbling out onto 
Johnstone Street. 
Brenda led the way to a Volkswagen beetle, grey in 
the streetlights. The paint was blistered. 
''I'll never fit in that!" 
B renda opened the passenger door and lifted the seat forward. I poked my head in the gap and she pushed with her ballet shoe on the 
small of my back. I tipped over and felt myself being 
wedged in, my face near the floor behind the driver's 
seat, my legs up in the air. I don't know where my 
tail was. And yet there was something comforting in 
the enclosed space. It was a back-to-the-pouch 
experience. 
Brenda slipped into the driver's seat and had the 
engine running. I wriggled until I had got my head 
out from under the seat. I managed to get myself 
forward so that I could see the path of the single 
headlight as it cut through the night air. 
Brenda pulled away from the kerb, thrashing 
through the gears, until she had us through under the 
bridge beside Glebe Bay and heading up towards 
Harold Park on Minogue Crescent. 
"I can't go home!" I said, "that's the first place 
they'll look." 
Brenda looked at me. There was something strange 
in her eyes. It was as though her eyes had achieved 
some extra, glistening, gravitational force. The 
Volkswagen mounted the gutter and ran along the 
footpath, lightly clipping the metal pickets of the 
bridge over the Leichhardt canal. 
I couldn't seem to break eye contact. I wished she 
would look back at the road. She did eventually, 
wrenching the car back onto the macadam. 
"My place, then, I suppose," she said, turning left 
onto Wigram past the pub where they hold poetry 
readings. Sydney, where you can get 200 people 
along to a poetry reading. Where Frank Hardy was 
arrested, taken away by six squad cars, howling blue 
sirens into the night. Sydney, where a French maid, 
indecently dressed, can take a comer at 85 K's in a 
blue-grey, rusting German car with a drunk kangaroo 
in the back seat. 
"Have you been drinking?" I asked. 
''I had a few in the kitchen," she answered. "What 
about you?" 
"I'm not the one who's driving." 
"Stop wimpering. Do you want to be rescued or 
not?" 
She ran the car off the road again and passed 
between a telegraph pole and a phone box, to avoid a 
paddy wagon parked sideways across the street. The 
police were on the far footpath talking to a girl 
soliciting in a black teddy and high heels. They were 
looking at her arms in the light from a torch held by a 
beefy looking guy who reminded me a lot of Vince 
Proscuito. It looked like he'd found someone to go 
down on him in the back of the paddy wagon, and if 
she'd done a few tricks tonight, he'd have some cash 
to spend at Rand wick on Saturday. 
The Volkswagen veered back towards the road, 
jolting off the kerb as its skinny tires bit the tar. The 
police didn't look up. That's dedication to the job in 
hand for you. It would be a-blow to the force if we 
lost upstanding guys like that. 
Brenda turned onto Glebe Point Road, drove 
through a red light at the comer of Bridge Rd, and 
screamed on up towards Broadway. After a while she 
took a left, weaved through some vaguely lit back 
streets and stopped in front of a small non-descript 
terrace in Queen Street, a thin, ragged thoroughfare 
with warehouses on one side. 
She got out of the car. 
"Can you get out?" she asked. 
I tried. It wasn't too hard. Not if you don't mind sliding into the gutter upside down. I would have to improve with bodily functions, especially 
gross motor control. 
Brenda stood in the doorway. The interior of the 
house seemed to cling around the weak yellow light 
from a lamp on a sideboard halfway down the hall. 
I followed her in. She closed the door and bolted it. 
I went to the kitchen. A cramped window looked 
onto a tiny cemented-in yard, filled with outdoor 
furniture and marihuana plants in pots. 
The white glazed sink was a cup smasher-steep, 
with a bulky, metal tap -barely enough room to get 
dishes in and out. I pushed my face under the tap 
and turned the faucet. The brownish Sydney water 
tasted of rust. I needed it. I let the water run over my 
head. 
"Don't do that," Brenda said, yanking my head back 
by the ears. My forehead, nice and lumpy where the 
Sherrif had hit me, cracked against tap. 
"Why not?" I wanted to know. 
''You need it," she admitted. ''You need it all over. 
] 
But you get wet and you'll be sodden for hours. I'm 
not letting you sleep in my bed like that." 
Already she was dragging me into the backyard. 
"I've got just the thing," she said. 
She rummaged in a weatherbeaten chest of drawers 
against the wall of the courtyard under the sill of the 
kitchen window. 
"Here, wrap your head in this." 
I caught a small towel and wrapped it around my 
head. 
"Stand still." 
There was a harsh fizzing and I could feel 
something foam onto my fur and work its way down 
to my skin. 
"What's that?" 
"Carpet shampoo." 
The foam soon covered me. 
''You can take the towel off now." 
I unwrapped my head. My body looked 
abominable. 
"I look like a yeti," I complained. "How long does 
this stuff have to stay on?" · 
Brenda studied the directions on the can. 
"About 15 minutes, I'd reckon," she said. "Do you 
think this stuff contains chloroflurocarbons?" . 
"I don't know," I said. "I suppose so." 
''There goes another ozone layer." 
''There's only one ozone layer, Brenda." 
"Don't be so pedantic. I'm going to get a drink .. 
Don't move. Just stand there, as still as you can." 
I was certain the carpet shampoo would react badly with my skin. I would break out, for sure. Just to add to my troubles, I'd have eczema as 
well. 
Anyway, it was restful. I stood still in the little yard, 
thinking how nice it would be if someone stuck a 
carrot on the back of my head, cherries for eyes, and 
a big grin made from a banana. Then they could 
throw snowballs at me. Brenda was clinking ice cubes 
against glass. She returned, with a carafe filled with 
icecubes, glasses, and a cask of white wine. 
She had shed the French Maid's costume, and now 
was wearing a towel wrapped across her torso, held 
up by her breasts, and tucked under her armpit, 
obscuring her tattoo. The towel came down to the 
tops of her thighs. 
Setting the carafe on a white plastic table, she sent a 
jet of wine curling over the ice until the carafe was 
full. Then she filled the glasses. They were schooners, 
hotel issue. 
I couldn't hold the glass in my hands, covered as 
they were with white foam, so Brenda held it to my 
lips. I took a long drink. She drank from hers, then 
sat at the white table, pulling up a plastic chair. The 
chair had Property of Dixon Street Hotel stencilled in 
white across the seat. 
She wasn't wearing underpants. 
She made no attempt to cover herself with the 
towel. After all, it was 3.00 in the morning. 
'Want some grass?" she asked me. 
''Pot? No thanks. I could use some bladey grass, 
though, it feels like I haven't grazed for days. Pot 
makes me paranoid." 
''My fridge doesn't run to lawn clippings. Wait till I 
finish this, and then I'll fix you a salad." 
She mixed some marihuana from a plastic bag with 
a few strands of tobacco from a White Ox packet, 
rolled it in a Tall�-Ho, and twisted the ends. Her pink 
tongue wet the outside of the paper before she lit it. 
She inhaled, held in the smoke and exhaled a thin 
grey residue of carbon dioxide, all the goodness 
sucked out of it. Lungs were miraculous organs for 
absorbing large volumes of intoxicants, but I had my 
doubts that was the use for which they were 
intended. 
She looked at me through the smoke. 
''You'd be about ready now, I'd say," she said. 
She moved fluidly- much more fluidly than before 
- into the house, and returned with a vacuum 
cleaner. 
I suffered the indignity of being vacuumed, but 
when it was over I had to admit I felt great. My fur 
was shiny and smelt clean. I wriggled. It felt good. 
"Thanks," I said. 
"Come upstairs," she smiled. 
I followed. 
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Lennie Koppelmyers, 57, 
is the latest and 2,111 th janitor to win in Australian lotteries in the last two years. 
Something is afoot; the odds of this happening are countless trillions to one. 
The middle classes smell a rat and are saying the janitors are getting into the lottery 
computers at night. 
That or it's a religious thing with a direct connection from janitors to God. 
Do they have special prayers? Better prayers? Different religion? If so, what 
religion? What church? And more importantly, what area and what street? 
The Sydney constabulary have issued a warning to be on the lookout for this man. 
He seems to be coming out of the black of night this winter and scaring the hell out 
of everybody. 
We don't know the number of shopping bags dropped and eggs broken, not to 
mention the humble workingman and thousands of broken bottles. 
Hit !&scription is still very vague, but it appears he is extremely tall and broad, 
roughly dressed in a coarse material. He walks in a hobbling, shambling gait with 
knuckles trailing the ground, weaving from side to side under a lowered head and 
clenching and unclenching his right fist at the approach of a member of the opposite 
sex (especially in high heels) and given to deep, wolf·like howls at their departure. 
Beyontfthat, it could be anyone. 
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Choosing a superstition to suit your lifestyle is a minefield of 
misinformation and loopy ideas. After a spell in the freezer, 
Consumer Watch Toad has bounced back to present a sensible 
approach to superstition. 
An appropriate superstition can do more for you than a mere ). 
religion or a set of well thought-out principles. Once you have 
made the initial choice, no more tiresome thinking - all your 
work is done for you. 
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As the end of the millenium fast approaches, 
most people have no time for trivial day-to-day 
decision making- that's where a good super­
stition can save you time and money. 
THE PITFALLS 
The Consumer WatchToad Team of expert 
researchers who bench tested all the Supersti­
tions found the greatest pitfalls were in choos­
ing the wrong one for individual needs and, of 
course, believing in things with no rational 
basis. 
The researcher who worked on Christianity 
is still smitten with sore boils, but the New Age 
Researcher has blissed out to tlie tune of $3 
million on the short term money market. 
The lesson is to get it right the first timy! 
. Some mistakes can be drastic. A mistaken 
belief in Astrology could leave you wearing 
purple for days at a time and feeling appalling; 
Poetry could .leave you starving, spotty and 
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reviled; while Voodoo can lead to a nasty dose 
of pins and needles. 
THE CHOICE 
To assist you in choosing the appropriate 
Superstition the first time, Consumer 
WatchToad has included in our analysis, a 
guide to the Hit Single, Movie and TV Show 
most commonly associated with each Supersti­
tion. 
For instance, if you're a big fan of George 
Romero's "Return of the Living Dead" then 
The Phantom could be the belief system for 
you. In fact, the Phanton Club (based right here 
in Brisbane) provides an excellent support net­
work and merchandising outlet Only $9.99 for 
a genuine imitation skull ring. 
Or maybe, "The Witches ofEastwick" struck 
a cord with you. Can you see yourself rich, 
assertive and lolling around an indoor pool with 
Jack Nicholson? Witchcraft has good feminist 
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off your faith - 8 3 
origins and hardly any burning at the stake at all 
these days. It's a Superstition worth further in­
vestigation. 
OUR ANALYSIS 
Despite our emphasis on individual choice, 
let's face it, some Supestitions do more harm 
than good. It's one thing to choose Islam be­
cause you're fond of camels, but what about 
Freedom of Speech? 
Consumer Watch Toad has based the ratings 
of the various Superstitions according to their 
general harmlessness to you and society. 
We couldn't in good faith recommend that 
anyone get involved in Poetry or Opinion Polls 
- the cost to society is too great. 
However, as Toads are rational feminist mys­
tics, we recommend a combination of Science, 
Witchcraft and I Ching. Just roll those coins, set 
a spell and wait for the big bang. 
CONSUMER WATCHTOAD 
GRAPHICS: DARRELL ROBSON 
DltWIIO WlTCHCRAFl' 
The Doctor Zonta 
BBC Smart women 
radiophonic on drugs 
workshop 
An endless supply Covens of smart 
of nymphettes women on drugs 
Daleks, Inquisitors and 
The Master, blind newts 
David Hill 
Sonic screwdriver, Broomsticks, 
K9 and a tardis pointy caps, 
cauldrons, drugs, 
eye of newt 
Being smart to Hexing bad folk, 
aliens, being fixing good folk, 
patronising to getting together in 
everyone covens and 
doing drugs 
Really tacky BBC You'll get burned 
costumes & props and hot faggots 
are relatively will lick you feet 
inexpensive 
Who can tell Briar flights are 
sweeping it away 
2 Strong Hearts I Put a Spell 
on You 
Daleks for Murder Witches of 
Eastwick 
Flying Doctors Eyewitness Newts 
A use for really Early feminist 
tacky BBC drug users 
costumes & props showed the way 
Encourages Jack Nicholson 
paedophilia 
Doctor 25 Broom Airlines is 
DaleksO a high flying stock 
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HEY 
CURLY! 
A/NT YOU· 
KILLER 
GREELY? 
-- -------.... ---
FOA THOSE WHO 
MISSID THI BOAT • • •  
At long la5t /<,'1/er Greely, 
on the lam in New York, 
has been lo cated by the 
International Wrestling 
Federation. All confenaers 
for the title being either 
dead or comatose, fhe 
IWF is desperate fo,- an 
Off.onent for 8f"ainb,-eaker 
Baker ... NOW AEAD ON/ 
If you wrestle 
for the IWF 
there's doUJh! 
Big dough! 
""-- ------ .. - ------- --- .. 
� fl �:: 
) ( -
Brainbreaker 8aAer 
may have won a few 
fights! He's h een 
lucky/ But he"s got 
WEAK 
SPOTS! 
--
-
I aint talk in' pin money/ 
I oint talkin' fin money! 
Ah am talk in' 
BIN MONEY! 
You got class, Greely I 
You could be a contender/ 
I'm going to give you ... 
You gonna need a trainer! 
You gonna need a new 
name ! You· gonn a need 
a costume! You gonna 
... He s gonna 
need a 
manager! 
need ... 
The IWF 
Your tr-oubles am o�er 
The /WF will pay fJOU 
BIN MONEY 
my man! 
A SHOT AT 
THE TITLE! 
It's Mould 11'::----� 
Mr Mould ,Y· fr ... 
... er 
!:f· He s rny 
· · · manager ! 
A TILT 
AT THE 
TITLE! 
Mr Mould�? Yc Please! Not loud I u 50 · ne ' 
sensif. 
s very 
th 
tVe ahouf 
e problem 
WITH HIS 
COMPLEXION 
Pleased to 
meet you 
/1r Mould' I !:J · 
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decide. In 
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needed• to 
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David Tyrer 
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... A.nd 'jou 've Just h4d a 
sponsorship offer I 
FUNERI\LS OF EXTINCTION 
will pay you a thou5and 
bucks for the righ f5 / 
.-� 
Now all we gotta do 
is organise your 
... liT LONG LAST THE 
BIG t>A.Y 1\RRIVES I 
FIGHT 
PREPARATIONS l 
}ve arranged 
for Colonel 
RACE CARSON 
to supervise 
your frainin9/ 
Thaf sounds like a 
good deal I 
Has Boker got the 
same spon5or? 
We gotta 
even up Baker's 
50 KG WEIGHT 
ADVANTAGE� ........ """' 
He's former SAS 
d Foreign Legion I 
He•s an unarmed 
comhaf expert/ 
Plus he was 'World 
Treacle Wrestling 
Champ last year I 
. . 
. 
. � . . . . . . : . . . . 
--- • •  0 
---- - · .·.· · � . . . :.·.··. - ..
. 
·.· .. 
·: �  . . ·  .. : .. · 
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I've �efai"ned the famous 
International destgner 
PIERRE CARDIGAN to 
design yo!Jr dressing gown 
and trunks/ 
AND AT LONG LAST... PREPARATIONS 
ARE COMPLETED AND THE MOMENT 
OF CONFRONTATION IS AT HAND ... 
FOR THE WINNER - THE TITLE/ 
en 
co 
en 
-
I'D RATHER BE BACK ... 
IN THE 
ELECTRIC 
CHAIR! 
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I was pleased to be one of the chosen few to grow up in the One True Religion. It kept me safe from all sorts of pagans, communists and nonconformists, and even though I couldn't under'•and how useful it was then, I kro•.y from wnat I was told that I would be glad in 
later life to have the benefit of The Truth. 
But while I was blessed with this good fortune, I 
grew up, like most people, aware of two systems of 
belief. The one I inherited from my parents and the 
one that prevailed beyond my front gate. 
The domestic religion is always the true and correct 
one. The one beyond is to be mistrusted, resisted, and 
generally ridiculed. The more seriously its adherents 
follow its rituals and ceremonies, the more one is 
compelled to mock and deride it. This is a hallowed 
tradition called Defending The Faith. 
While I was well trained as a Defender, it always 
amazed me when I occasionally came across people 
who seemed every bit as sincere as myself and who, 
nevertheless, swore allegiance to all sorts of funny 
gods. The dangerous bit was when you let these 
Infidels talk to you. 
Mrs B freely gave me advice about 
how to be a good boy and avoid 
bad company. She wanted me to 
grow up tall and good and strong 
like her son, who had died. But I 
was not to die. I was to go on, to 
live, and have all those wonderful 
virtues like patriotism and a sense 
of humour. And avoid bad women 
30� 
like her daughter Cecily. 
Mrs Billington lived across the road and she was 
unfortunate enough to have the Wrong Religion. But 
she was surprisingly quite a nice person. She took an 
interest in me, and before I knew it, I was leaving 
myself open to discovering the power of her beliefs. 
She never got over the death of her son, Andrew. He 
died young, and she lived on with the memory of 
him and his innocence. She often told me the story of 
how he was killed in a tragic motorcycle accident. 
One day, she made me swear to her that I would 
never ride a motorcycle. "That's my boy," she said as 
she stared into my eyes and patted my head. I felt a 
bit odd. As though I had just taken part in a ritual of 
the Wrong Religion. 
For Mrs Billington, Worship of the Dead Son was a 
religion. The telling and retelling of the sto'ry of the · 
motorcycle accident was the central Gospel. This 
death, which had occurred during a military 
operation in the streets of Brisbane during the War, 
was transformed by oral tradition into a human 
sacrifice inextricably linked with the patriotic fervour 
of the time. 
It grew into the cornerstone of this woman's private 
cathedral. 
I frequently sat in the sanctuary of her kitchen and 
watched her at her favourite pastime, icing cakes. She 
was a wonder with marzipan. It was she who 
actually introduced me to marzipan, which, up until I 
had seen it bend, roll, flatten and take shape under 
her pliant fingers, I had only read about in English 
novels. 
During many humid afternoons, having delivered 
some message from my mother, I sat and observed 
keenly as she performed her magic rites with egg 
white, icing sugar and blue cachous upon the white 
marble altar of her kitchen table. There, I drank in the 
tenets of her faith. Somewhat lacklustre, colourless, 
and theologically feeble compared with the 
compelling Irish romantic piety that was my staple 
intake, but nevertheless heartfelt and sincere. 
T he first mention I heard of Andrew was probably about 1955, just over a decade after he was killed. I know now that a decade is a 
short time, but then it seemed like a lifetime. 
Certainly a decade of the Rosary seemed like a 
lifetime - on my knees, trying to be reverent. Not 
understanding the need for ritual and ceremony, far 
less the requirements of piety, I would leave myself 
open to temptations from Beyond the Front Gate. 
Kneeling around Mum's bed to say the Rosary, I 
would sometimes be distracted and find myself 
gazing out the window. Had I been gazing through 
the same window at an earlier time, I might have 
seen Andrew Billington arriving home on his army 
motorbike to visit his mother. I might have seen Mrs 
B sitting on the front verandah, waiting to welcome 
him. I might have seen him turn in under the house, 
get off his bike and climb the front stairs. 
But I wasn't aware of the reality of their relationship. 
All I knew of the foundation of this Son Worship was 
what she had told me, a decade and more later. 
Andrew was in the army to help us win the war. He 
was young, and energetic, and devoted to his mother. 
Not like his sister Cecily, who was the black sheep of 
the family. She didn't like her mother and often went 
to great lengths to demonstrate the fact. Of course, 
this was the. orthodox view of the Billington family 
relationships which I could not help but accept in the 
mid to late fifties. There was no one else but Mrs B to 
confer with to verify this view. Mr Billington had 
been reported missing in action in the early part of 
the war. Tragedy struck this good woman's life more 
than once. 
The dead are safely locked away in memory. They 
can do no evil. And certainly Mrs Billington's stories 
of her daughter were about evil. She was fond of 
parables and maxims, and even once, I remember, 
pointed out that "live" spelt backwards read "evil". 
She took great delight in quoting from the wisdom 
of her Scottish ancestors. One of her favourite sayings 
was "What's bred i' the marrow o' the bone will e'er 
come out i' the flesh". This was a pessimistic, 
determinist view of human potential and it saddened 
me, even though I could not then have told you why. 
She held absolutely no hope for her daughter, and 
told me stories about her which both scandalised and 
titillated me. Cecily had run away from home after 
Andrew's death. She was wicked and would always 
be so, and Mrs Billington was glad to be shut of her. 
Yet in my pubescent imagination I could not dismiss 
her as easily. I longed to witness some of her immoral 
behaviour, as described so elliptically by Mrs B in her 
Errol O'Neill 
hushed conversations with my mother as the kettle 
whistled. I had mental pictures of her being wicked. I 
presumed, from my training in the One True Faith, 
that wickedness was largely to do with sex. I 
understood very little about sex in those days but the 
whole subject was quite overpowering with its 
muted, half-<ieveloped images, and the stirrings one 
felt at the thought of nakedness and tactile 
sensations. 
A ndrew was apart from this. Sex would never tarnish him. Only the living, corruptible daughter would be affected by it. Mrs 
Billington told me once, when I could barely 
understand what she was saying, that it was better to 
have daughters than sons. Knowing the hostility 
between her and Cecily, I was puzzled. She 
explained: sons could spread trouble to several 
different places, daughters could bring trouble to 
only one place - home. Without being explicit, she 
was referring to pregnancy, exhibiting a characteristic 
irony by which she often seemed to excuse what was 
culpable in her haste to condemn what was 
excusable. Trouble and in trouble were terms I 
remembered overhearing from other hushed 
conversations. So, my pre-adolescent mind pieced 
together the explanation that the daughter, as a result 
of her wickedness, had brought trouble home. Aha! 
That's why she'd got married! 
But, even married, her mother would not grant her 
redemption. So there it was. The living daughter was 
immoral, the dead son was immortal. 
Once, Mrs Billington showed me some of Andrew's. 
letters and personal effects, which the army had sent 
to her after his death. They were still in a sort of 
official-looking military shoebox - relics which the . 
dear old lady kept in a special place and only 
brought out to show trusted neophytes like me. 
Andrew's having died in uniform added something 
to the way she revered him. He was a living presence 
in the dark and sombre house. Not only a devoted 
son but a patriotic one who,died in the service of his 
country. 
With such an unblemished record it was quite 
acceptable that he had written in a letter to a friend (it 
was kept in the shoebox) "Life's a bastard, Eric, isn't 
it?" Bastard was one of those words which couldn't 
be uttered without excuse. I remember even blushing 
when she read that out to me. But I knew it was an 
acceptable use of the term because· I believed in 
Andrew's goodness as much as she did. Was I losing 
my own Faith and accepting hers? W hat subtle 
pressures were at work, making me believe in the 
Son whom I had never met? 
Andrew had written that letter just before he died, 
to his best friend. His use of the crude word was 
justified because it revealed a sense of humour and a 
resignation to life's difficulties. Mrs Billington used 
the letter to prove to me that Andrew was not a sissy 
or a prude, but a worldly-wise, mature young man 
who would have gone on to become a wonderful 
husband, father and worthwhile human being. If he 
hadn't been cut down before his prime. Which brings 
us to the Yanks. 
I t was an American soldier who killed Andrew Billington. Unintentionally. Andrew was part of a motorcycle escort for a convoy of American 
lorries as they drove up Stanley Street, South 
Brisbane, alongside the river. That section of Stanley 
Street, totally demolished for a huge public event in 
the late nineteen eighties, was at that time a one-way 
street. But the streets that ran into it were not. 
Proceeding up Stanley Street, the American drivers 
of the lorries must have felt at home because they 
were driving on the right hand side of the road. 
I EAD1P11NG l 
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Maybe they were joking and laughing with their co­
drivers, maybe they were whistling at the women 
they passed. Andrew would not have been whistling. 
But those Yanks would. Mrs Billington remembered 
how they were always so full of themselves, so cocky. 
Thought they were God's Gift to Women. She herself 
had been whistled at in Queen Street several times. 
Andrew was out in front, on the right hand side of 
the road, concentrating on his job. Maybe he looked 
back every now and then to see if he was maintaining 
the right distance from the Americans, or indeed if 
they were maintaining the right distance from him. 
Perhaps he was smiling to himself or exchanging 
what words could be heard above the roar of the 
engines with the other escort rider on his left. Maybe 
everyone was feeling confident and carefree, because 
MacArthur had fulfilled his promise to return to the 
Philippines, and the war was almost over. 
Mrs Billington told me how much she had looked 
forward to the end of the war. She and Andrew had 
planned a good long holiday, and they would take 
Cecily with them. "I'll have a good talk to her, Mum. 
I'll straighten her out," Andrew had told her. "Once 
the war's over and the Yanks are gone, she'll have to 
stay home more." Mrs B never talked about those 
holiday plans without getting watery eyes. She 
smiled right enough, even though it was a sad 
memory. 
The grief was over long ago, and it was not 
uncommon to see sadness and smiles together on her 
face. Worship of the Son was a very human religion. 
I often caught her smiling at me in a maternal way. 
She freely gave me advice about how to be a good 
boy and avoid bad company. She wanted me to grow 
up tall and good and strong. Like Andrew. That was 
her goal for me in life, to be like her son, who had 
' died. But I was not to die. I was to -go on, to live, and 
have all those wonderful virtues like patriotism and a 
sense of humour. To be able to say things like "life's a 
bastard, isn't it, Eric?". And avoid bad women like 
her daughter Cecily. 
T he sun was probably shining, as it often is in Brisbane, so who would have blamed Andrew and the American driver behind him if they 
forgot for a few seconds that between their two 
countries tnere were one or two different customs? 
Making a right hand turn for an American driver is 
the equivalent of making a left hand turn for an 
Australian. You just go round the corner, hugging the 
kerb. But on this particular day, this Australian 
motorcycle rider, who knew that the right hand tum 
he was making would take him into a two-way street, 
began to veer to the left as soon as the ninety degree 
turn was nearing completion. The American driver 
probably didn't even think that the side street he was 
entering was any different from the one he was 
leaving. As he turned the wheel to make the huge 
lorry follow the kerb, Andrew was slowing down 
and looking back over his shoulder. The American, 
for some reason which has never been explained, was 
accelerating. 
Andrew must have realised what was happening, 
but it was too late to do anything. The heavily laden 
lorry passed over the top of him, crushing his 
motorcycle and squeezing the life-blood out of him. 
Mercifully, it was a quick death. Mrs Billington 
often reassured herself, and me, with this fact. 
Andrew died without going to the front. Yet, he 
died. And of course the military authorities made 
sure that he was buried with all due honours and 
respect. And they sent his mother the shoebox 
containing his personal effects so that she could fuel 
her devotion to him for the decades to come. 
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PLEASE. DON'T THINK THAT W£ 
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NOT TO MENTION OUR 
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TH£Y SAID THEY'D 
THUMP US IF WE 
eVER CAME BACK! 
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artin Smith was born in the 
middle of the flower movement 
on the outskirts of LA. Hippies 
were experimenting and 
everything was allowed. 
His family was middle class. 
There were two kids, Martin himself, and his sister 
Sarah. His father was a teacher at high school. He 
taught the sexuality of native plants in the southern 
side of New Mexico, and he was developing a new 
species in a secret garden for the Hall and Ball 
Foundation's annual competition: ''New 20th 
Century Species". The competition had been founded 
by Michael Hall and Barry Ball at the tum of the 
century as part of the Agriculture Department's High 
School Program. 
His mother was a landscaper around the 
neighbourhood and the inner city area, where new 
projects were flowering like mushrooms on a 
poisoned land. They were a family that collected 
information like the drain of the bath collects pubic 
hair. Magazines, books, newspapers, and brochures, 
in fact, every bit of paper that floated around the 
neighbourhood, found safety and comfort in the 
Smith family house. 
Martin's mother Olga was the only child in her 
family. Her parents were long gone due to the 
misfortunes of age. Martin's other grandparents were 
a mystery to him. They had no grave or identity. He 
knew very little of them. Every time he asked his 
father about them, his father's face twisted bitterly, 
his cheek would tum red and his lips would tum flat 
white. 
M artin's father was named Boy Smith. When he was born in Stickball in 1938, his parents felt they had been blessed by a 
very late, new generation. They cuddled and held the 
baby all day long, hardly daring to believe that dear 
God had visited them at last with such good luck. 
They decided that this son was a gift from God. His 
son and their son, were the only boys as far as they 
were concerned. So they decided to call him Boy. 
Boy Smith was a shy boy. At home his parents 
touched him constantly, refusing to let go of him even 
for a split second. Outside he grew more and more 
alone. The girls and boys in Stickball were very cruel 
to him: ''Boy, Boy, that's what you are, a little shitty 
boy! Hah, what stupid folks you have!". 
Boy Smith as a name proved to be a disaster. Not 
only did his frantic parents keep calling him Boy, 
turning a blind eye to his perfect results at school, 
and his innovations at science, but as time passed 
they still went to church every day, thanking dear 
God for their blessed son. Their lips prayed in 
silence, not daring to change his name. 
Other kids turned him into the butt of all their jokes. 
To them he was the childish past they were leaving 
behind. As they grew older, they threw their unused 
toys at him, at the world he _belonged to. 
Boy tried to change his name. He fought, he 
screamed, he scratched, but his parents were like 
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stone. The little town called Stickball could hear the 
shouts and cries across the narrow streets. The more 
Boy wanted to change his name, the worse it became. 
One day the·house on the comer of Cold and Hot 
Street was silent. The fear built up inside Boy, and 
exploded at last. He raised his feet up in the air and 
disappeared. 
I t was 1966 in L.A. Boy was far away from Stickball, away from the TV movies of fire, tanks, and guns of the Second World War he 
remembered as a little boy. Away from the toys other 
children had thrown at him. Away from his childish 
parents who clung to his boyhood. 
Boy was living the new freedom of mind and boqy, 
covered with flowers, beard and bare feet, now with 
a family of his own. 
His wife Olga and his two kids still called him Boy. 
He didn't mind his name any more. He let the irony 
of his name drive his motivation, intelligent, bright, 
quick, and sharp. He drew his name like a fish 
playing with his own master fisherman, tricking him 
and leading him from spot to spot around the 
harbour. He could prove the whole world wrong, 
lead them to assume and presume. Yet his complex 
was so complicated all he was doing was to prove 
that he wasn't a boy- just like a little boy. 
His son Martin had been fast to learn, speaking well 
and quickly from a young age. Boy Smith hammered 
into Martin's head that he should know everything, 
look everywhere, to sniff and to eat everything, to 
read and write everything down. In time, Boy Smith 
blindfolded his son, holding flowers in his hand, 
asking his son to name the flower. 
It went on and on, and by the time Martin was due 
to leave his home, on the comer of Freezing St and 
Melting St, to attend the school around the comer, he 
developed a strange behaviour. His classmates and 
his teachers watched him with amazement, staring at 
the movement of his eyes. In order to see everything, 
Martin's eyes rolled from one side to the other at 
amazing speed. His hands fluttered likewise - his 
left hand constantly moving to the · right, 
documenting the teacher's mouth, sniffing and eating 
pieces of wood, books, rotten old crumbling bread, 
and vital parts of the daily newspaper. 
This fascinating behaviour was unusual enough to 
attract the attention of the school principal. He rang 
the Smith home to discuss with them these strange 
habits of their son. 
When Martin's principal rang, Boy Smith was busy 
helping his wife Olga move more plants outside the 
house into the back of the pickup, and giving the 
newborn baby Sarah artificial milk. 
When the Principal asked him to consider special 
care for his abnormal child, Boy simply dismissed the 
principal's suggestions, saying that he was aware of 
Martin's habits, and that for all the agony of the 
young child, it was in his best interests. 
The poor principal tried to put more words to the 
subject, but Boy Smith cut him off directly and 
sharply, telling the principal the story of his life -his 
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life with the name ''Boy". With his voice rising in 
volume, Boy Smith �id, ''The Smith family is a 
family of generations influenced by genius! Martin is 
assured of a brilliant future!" 
B y 1968, demonstrations against the war in Vietnam drew 1000s of people, pressing the peace flag tightly between their fingers, 
blowing in the wind, linking arms, creating natural 
harmony. On the top of his father's shoulders, Martin 
developed exceptional observation, his eyes reaching 
into the distance, his pockets filled with pens. He 
knew everything. The rumour spread fast. Soon, 
straight from the comer of Freezing St and Melting St 
the cameras and journalists were reporting on those 
hidden events, detected by Martin, such as the cops 
in blue dragging their victims to the open fields. He 
saw victims of the Vietnam war leaning on their 
crutches raising their voices crying, ''No more war, 
no more bloodshed," then unbelievably experiencing 
the vulnerability of their bodies smashing to the 
ground after some undercover secret agent had 
snatched the crutches out from underneath them. 
His students had to know 
everything to gain average marks. 
To get good results they had to 
know more than Boy Smith knew. 
This was not only impossible, but 
also beyond the general 
requirements of the University. 
The hippie Smith family suddenly rubbed their 
hands with greenbacks. Martin, now only 9 years old, 
was having his stress and paranoia treated in a daily 
cold bath, dipped with healing herbal oil out of his 
· mother's already developed nursery. 
The success hit Boy Smith as well. He left his 
teaching job at Frankwise High School, devoting all 
his time to reseaching a new method of learning 
based on the techniques he had used on Martin. He 
returned to University to continue his studies, 
applying his method to philosophy, anthropology, 
economics, environmental science, geography and 
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several languages. His lecturers and supervisors were 
astounded with his work and before long, he was 
himself teaching at Berkley. 
His teaching methods became more severe. His 
students had to know everything to gain average 
marks. To get good result� they had to know more 
than Boy Smith knew. This was not only impossible, 
but also beyond the general requirements of the 
University. 
When angry students criticised Boy Smith's method 
he would cite the example of his blessed son, 
showing them his son's perfect exam results from 
primary school. He abused them, throwing toys at 
them that his son didn't need any more. 
GENTILE MEN 
PREFER BOMBS 
Martin was busy with other toys, the big city, the 
big time, zombies everywhere, running on dirty 
rotten recharged batteries. 
M artin's talent and curiosity isolated him more and more. Phenomenologically, his eyes started to pop out, up and down. As 
so many city towers got higher by the day, Martin 
would stare from the distance. His eyes would pop 
out and up, following the cranes, and then down to 
the ground, searching, searching. 
Of course he got a hard time from his friends, but 
you couldn't call them friends. In the beginning the 
kids thought he was ill, but when Martin wanted to 
know more and more, hearing his father's voice even 
when his father wasn't there, he popped his eyes out 
of his eyelids, and the kids would run away in horror, 
specially terrified when you think that back in 1968, 
Freddy Kreuger wasn't around. 
With no friends, Martin began to doubt his father's 
philosophy. He demanded a break, and wondered 
where his precious toys had disappeared. His mother 
Olga, terrified with tears, helped Martin whenever 
she could. At the time, Boy Smith was torturing his 
students, and when he came home, Martin was given 
no break or choice. Filled with the confidence of his 
own success, Boy Smith preached of odd 
mechanisms, warning of disaster and blind 
awareness, not aware that his son slipped off the 
edge. Outside home, the kids explored the freedoms 
of sexuality and drugs, but taunted the poor boy as 
they would a virgin. . 
Like a lost child poster, he saw everything, but was 
left unseen by everyone. 
One morning, on the comer of Freezing St and 
Melting St, Martin's legs juggled over the fence. 
Martin was running from what Boy Smith had run 
from. 
10 years later in a remote town out west called 
Stickball, his eyes rested at last. 
T here were these two Israeli Commandos walking through the middle of the Sinai Desert. One turns to the other and says, "Look, there's an eagle circling above our heads." "That's not an eagle, that's a hawk," 
says the other. 
"No, you are mistaken, my friend, it's an eagle!" 
replied the first. 
"I am not mistaken. That is definitely a hawk!" 
"No, it isn't. I was raised by eagles and that is an 
eagle." 
''You were born in Tel Aviv and it's a hawk." 
Seeking to solve the disagreement, one of the Israeli 
commandos made a very good suggestion. 
"Look, let's walk to the top of that hill over there. 
That way, we'll be closer to it and you'll be able to see 
that it is an eagle." 
"I don't need to walk anywhere, it's a hawk, I tell 
you!" 
"Are you frightened to find out?" said the eagle­
orientated commando, striding out towards the crest. 
The other had no option but to follow and so the two 
Israeli commandos walked to the top of a hill in the 
middle of the Sinai Desert. 
''There! You see? I told you it's an eagle." 
"It's still a hawk as far as I'm concerned." 
"Are you blind? Look! Open your eyes. That cannot 
be anything but an eagle!" 
"It's a Hawk. I know the difference between an 
eagle and a hawk and that's a hawk!" 
"Oh, so now suddenly you're the great expert in 
ornithology. So tell me, what does a hawk look like?" 
"Like that," said the other, pointing up. 
''This is ridicUlous. Here we are, not thirty feet from 
it and you still refuse to acknowledge that I am right. 
What will it take to convince you?" 
''You're the one being stubborn. You know it is a 
hawk but you won't admit it! We must get closer. 
What we need is a ladder." 
"I've got one in my back-pack," the other suggested. 
"How big is it?" 
"About thirty feet," he said, "it's one of those 
collapsible ones." 
"It's a Hawk. I know the difference between 
an eagle and a hawk and that's a hawk!" 
"Oh, so now suddenly you're the 
great expert in ornithology. 
So tell me, what does a hawk look like?" 
"Like that." said the other, pointing up. 
"Good!" said the other commando, ''That's high 
enough to take us right up to where the hawk is 
flying." 
"It's an eagle." 
"Well, now we'll see how wrong you can be!" 
So they set about assembling the ladder. When they 
finished, they discovered that it was straight and not 
the step ladder they had hoped for. 
· 
"How are we going to climb up this? There is 
nothing to lean it on here - on top of this hill in the 
middle of the Sinai Desert." 
''You're right." 
"What a waste of time!" 
"Wait a minute. If you climb up one side of the 
ladder at the same time I climb up the other, then we 
should balance each other out." 
"Can we do it?" 
"Of course we can! We are Israeli commandos!" 
"That's right!" 
"Israel!" they yelled as they leapt onto their 
respective sides of the ladder. Swiftly they climbed 
with smooth co-ordinated movements, each 
balancing the other out until they reached the very 
top. 
"Quietly now," whispered one of the Israeli 
commandos, "you'll frighten the hawk away." 
"It's an eagle!" seethed the other through his teeth, 
''You must admit it now! We are not 10 feet away 
from it. Admit it ! That is an eagle!" 
"It's a hawk." the other said adamantly. 
"I give up!" 
"Do you? Oh good! Then you admit that it is a 
hawk!" 
"No! I just give up!" 
"What kind of surrender is that?" 
''The only one that you're going to get. Now can we 
get down from here?" 
"Not until you admit that it is a hawk." 
''But I can't get down without you balancing me! 
We'll both fall and break our necks!" 
''Then confess!" 
"No," replied the commando coldly. They were both 
proud men and so they glared at each other at a 
range of just six inches. 
Just then, to their complete surprise, the bird 
suddenly glided down and landed between them on 
the topmost rung of the ladder. 
''Thank you," it said, "I was getting tired circling 
above your heads. There are too few trees in the 
middle of the Sinai Desert and standing on sand is 
totally unsatisfactory." 
This astonished the two Israeli commandos no end. 
''You can speak?" asked one of them. 
"Of course," said the bird. 
"How can this be so?" quizzed the other 
commando. 
"It's a hawk that speaks!" 
"It's an eagle that speaks! But eagles cannot speak." 
"Nor can hawks for that matter!" 
"If a tree falls in a forest," intoned the bird, "and 
there is no-one around to hear it, does it make a 
sound?" 
The bird looked sagely at the two Israeli 
commandos expecting them to understand. 
"Are you an eagle or a hawk?" one asked 
eventually. 
"Does it matter?" said the bird. 
"Of course it does!" they both yelled. 
"I don't see how," said the bird. "Besides, you two 
should be worrying about greater things," and, with 
that said, it flew away. 
The men looked at each other for a moment. 
"What did the talking hawk mean?" said one. 
"If you mean that eagle that was speaking just now, 
I have no idea," replied the other. 
Then the mortar sheils began falling on them, for 
the two Israeli commandos could be seen for miles, 
perched as they were on top of the ladder at the crest 
of the hill in the middle of the Sinai Desert. 
The peregrine sighed and then went down to feast. 
When it comes to superstitions, Christianity has to be one of the most 
profitable and widely believed from the whole gamut of implausible 
professions. Japan has always had a novel appreciation (as with 
most things from the west) of Christianity. From the random 
drownings and beheading of the Jesuit missionaries to the 
acceptance of the toothy grinned Mormons, speaking fluent Japanese 
with just a hint of Utah, the Japanese have learned that they too can 
turn big bucks from celebrating the birthday of the Galilean gaijin. 
Digging around for a suitable superstition I came across the rather 
Another Bonzai idea from the Sony of God bizzare belief that JESUS ACTUALLY DIED IN JAPAN. 
es it's true fellow 
believers. Near the peace­
ful lake Tazawako, in 
Akita prefecture, located 
in Northern Honshu, is 
the fabled grave site. Two 
prominant mounds bearing a large wooden 
cross each, are nestled in an out of the way 
clearing of forest. A large display case has 
been constructed near the site to house two 
maniquins shabbily dressed in traditional 
local garb. These clothes are said to be in­
fluenced by Jewish styles of the early first 
century. So too, the lyrics of a local folk 
song are said to have no real meaning in 
Japanese, but could possibly be of Hebrew 
origin. 
One of the graves is said to be that of the 
late Jesus Christ and the other is that of his 
not so well known brother, Kevin Christ. 
The local legend professes that it was K.C. 
(not to be confused with the ... and the Sun­
shine Band variety) that bought the big one 
up there on Calvary during the Roman ex­
periments to see how long people could 
hang in trees. J.C. apparently retrieved his 
not-so-well known brother's body and made 
his way to the land of the rising exchange 
rate. 
On a plaque near the graves is the story of 
Jesus's travels and here is part of that story. 
Sato san and Nakamura san were two 
residents of this remote Tohohu area that 
spoke most to the legendary J.C. san. 
Through their everyday conversations we 
can gather a picture of J.C. 's impression 
upon the local folk. I will warn though, that 
translation is a tricky business and that 
some poetic licence has been necessary to 
convey the intended meaning, especially 
with regards to "r"s and "l"s. 
It is a warm Spring day and Sato san and 
Nakamura san are sitting under a Cherry 
blossom tree mending their fish traps. 
Sato san "So you gave new gaigin, J.C. 
san, a hand to bury his dead blather?" 
Nakamura san "Yeah as well as the hand, I 
also help to dig big hole on the ground. You 
know, he keeps talking about his big mis­
take says that he should be in the shroud ... 
or maybe he said crowd... or maybe 
cloud." 
Sato "Ah so leally? Sounds rike these 
lomans are real big suckers of dead fish 
heads. J.C. san telling me they have ex­
periment to find how much building sup­
plies someone can carry up hill, and how 
long you can hang from trees!!" 
Nakamura "I think J.C. san is not full bag 
of rice, also. He tries to ray this trip over 
me about a 'Kingdom of God' place. Sounds 
pletty good, like Hawaii or Goldu Coasto. 
After that he asks me "Who do men say that 
I am?" I say, "I don't know." He says, 
"Well he's not who they thinks he is. He 
never said I was the son of God. It was 
twelve guys who keep following him 
around." 
Sato "Sounds rike he's friend of the Shirey 
McCrain-san. She said she's going to live 
2000 years and that maybe she is samurai 
now but one of those days will be famous 
Horrywood actor." 
Nakamura "Yeah that Horrywood sounded 
just rike kingdom of God too." 
Sato "I hope he's not going to start all that 
hippie shit workshop stuff that Shiree Mc­
Crain raid on us." 
If those apostles of mine don't show up soon I'm gonna rebomb Hiroshima! 
Nakamura "Well I hate to be the teller of 
bad things that make you feel like a piece of 
dead fish head (old Japanese saying) but he 
is already start flee swimming lessons at 
Lake Tazawako learning people to hold air 
for rong time. He also has books that those 
following men wrote: He wants everyone to 
read them but they have no cartoons. Can 
you berieve it?" 
Sato "These gaigins really frey mu 
fishhead. If he tells me that we Japanese all 
live in homes of rabbit one more time I will 
be going to put a dead fish head up his 
kimino." 
Nakamura "Well catch this in your fish net 
Sato-san. He says he's going to start a new 
ethnic food restaurant, he say he can make 
big monies because he can feed one 
hundreds of people with two roaves of blead 
and two fish heads ... and for drink menu he 
will change Sake out of water." 
Sato "Sure sounds like neat trick, this guy 
is beginning to sound rike real capsicum 
head ... empty inside except for small white 
things." 
Nakamura "Mmmm, I suppose we should 
not judge a fish by its head. Maybe he can 
put us in touch with some cheap real estate 
we can develop." 
The conversation goes in this fashion 
giving us a more detailed view of Jesus in 
Japan. As we can see, if this superstition is 
true Jesus had the same charasmatic effect 
that he had on most Asian cultures. And it 
leaves us to ponder on, the various effects 
this will have for the future of the world's 
greatest superstition. 
By the way if Salmon Rushdie has some 
spare time between bomb checks maybe we 
can get together and go over the transcripts 
of the translation for a new best seller about 
Christianity's head honcho. 
BRAD COX What's a nice God like you doing in a place like this? 
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Cane Toad 
VIDEOS 
The 
Qld 
Tapes 
This all in 
one tape in­
cludes 2 
long long ���W�� 
hours of � 
four (4)! au­
diovisual experiences you'll 
never forget, ever! 
Get beneath the gaudy veneer 
of Australia's premiere seven­
ties revival band. 
Laugh along with a biting par­
ody of the EXPO mirage. 
See things that are BIGGER 
than all of us. And swim in the 
tepid miasma of the World's 
Worst Movie. 
*Geoff *Expo Shmexpo *Big 
Things *4ZZZ-FM The Movie 
All on one tape for $37. Free 
Toad LOGO TShirt with every 
order. 
THE HUMAN MIND 
IS A POWERFUL THANG ... 
Sex, Drugs, Rock and Roll and 
the CIA blended together with 
some fine poet l<illing and 
splatter marks this video from 
the Mindless Entertainment 
Corporation as a must-not­
miss Eighties must. 
Set in Sydney, this made-on­
the-cheap video nasty is es­
sential in understanding why 
people are dying from drugs 
and CIA interference as we 
speak. 
Comedy/ Tragedy/ Action 
Thriller all in one! 
The video is available for $37. 
Free (small only) Brain Blast 
TShirt with every order. 
Use Order Form on page 39 
- .  . -
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WELL I AIN'T SUPERSTITIOUS 
here is this bridge. A 
small, iron railway 
bridge that runs over 
Doboy Creek on the 
Cleveland to Bowen 
Hills train line, just 
outside Hemmant station. 
There's nothing spectacular or 
even pretty about this spot - bridge 
and creek cross each other on the 
edge of a mangrove swamp, like a 
wide, dusty brown moat. It's a 
quiet, unobtrusive and totally for­
gettable place, like any other 
country creek you might see, but it 
used to fascinate me when I rode 
the train back and forth everyday to 
and from school. 
Somehow it got into my pre-teen brain 
that each day as I went over the bridge, 
if the water was high enough to touch 
the leaves of the trees overhanging it, I 
would have a good day, and if the water 
was low, I would have a bad day. 
This system worked pretty well for a 
while; I'd check every morning, and 
brace myself for whatever the verdict 
was, although it was hard to tell the dif­
ference between a good day and a bad 
one, until one morning I noticed the 
water was so high it soaked the lower 
branches, and I went on to enjoy one 
pigs bum of a day. 
I do that. I still do things like that, 
even now. I base luck on anything - the 
most random rule I can make up and 
then half expect it to work. Things like 
the "If I can make a cup of coffee before 
the ads finish .. ." line of thought, giving 
myself a wish or granting myself luck at 
every move, as if it would make a differ­
ence. And I thought I was the only one 
who did it until I saw Tom Courtenay 
walk down the road in 'Billy Liar' saying 
"If I can make it down to the end of the 
street with me eyes closed, everything 
will be alright. • and joyl I knew I wasn't 
alone. 
Nowadays, I have a theory about it. A 
theory that goes - there's a sucker born 
every minute, and I'm one of them. Ever 
since I was old enough to curl my little 
finger around a wishbone, I have been 
witness and subject to all manner of 
rituals and beliefs - from horseshoes to 
horoscopes - and I've soaked it in, 
every word of it. And yes, I'm not alone. 
Now we all know that we are intel­
ligent, rational beings capable of 
coherent thought, but that hardly ac­
counts for the amount of rubbish we've 
all believed in our time. I mean, who 
doesn't make a wish blowing out 
candles, or doesn't throw salt over their 
shoulder, or doesn't know their star­
sign? But it's not a bad thing, in fact, 
it's fun. 
For me, looking at the water level of 
Doboy Creek was the highlight of an in­
credibly dull train trip. People enjoy 
having faith in this stuff, it adds spice to 
life. They enjoy carrying out weird tasks 
and obeying weird rules they think will 
give them an edge to the game of living. 
And with so much energy put into some­
thing so intangible, it makes me feel 
there may be some practical use to it. 
Designer fears for young moderns 
What I say is that it would be much bet­
ter if similar myths were expounded, 
only these ones would be designed to 
fulfil a specific purpose, to cure a social 
evil or solve a common problem. For in­
stance, try these for size: 
• Cane Toads are Aphrodisiacs - (tell 
this one to Japanese tourists in 
particular, the toad population could be 
brought under control this way.) 
But I should be so lucky .. 
• It is Unlucky to bring Children under 
Three to Supermarkets, Theatres, Buses 
and Public Places in General - in 
crowds they are more susceptible to the 
Evil Eye. Kids you hear screaming have 
already been affected. It is advisable to 
leave the sprag at home or lock them in 
the boot (no more howling ankle-biters). 
• Taking your Shoes off in the Cinema 
gives you Gangrene- (self-explanatory). 
• Standing in front of the Bank of T.V. 
Screens at Hoyts wiil cause Radiation 
Poisoning - (also self-explanatory). 
• Seeing the Person who delivers Junk 
Mail is Incredibly Unlucky- much like 
seeing the bride before the wedding day, 
only worse. If you see one, to break the 
curse douse them with the hose (or any 
other way to stop them coming). 
• Giving Buskers Money Entitles You to 
a Wish - better than wishing wells. 
• Workmen who let their Bums show 
run a High Risk of Impotency -
exposure means vulnerability (helping to 
keep the cheeks covered). 
Naturally, these are only tentative sug­
gestions, there is a wealth of pos­
sibilities to be explored. Take any social 
vice or annoying habit, knock up some 
story for it, deliver it with complete con­
viction and total lack of proof and there 
you are. But at the same time, don't 
knock heterodoxy. It is not a wise thing 
- as I know - to get too cocky or supe­
rior about the unknown forces of na­
ture. I remember vividly, at seven years 
old, breaking the bathroom mirror and 
then immediately going outside and 
riding my tricycle under a ladder. That 
tallies up to fourteen years bad luck, 
which probably accounts for why I stop­
ped growing completely. 
Dog curls aud water bottles 
There is a tail end to my theory - a 
happy little idea that also dawned on me 
in school days, during exam time. It wa:s 
a common thing then; before we went in 
for a test, we would link a little finger 
with a friend to wish each other luck. 
But one year, some bright spark put it 
about that it was bad luck, not good, so 
that whenever I offered my finger to 
anyone they would jump back and 
squeal. And I realized then just how 
subjective it all was, that all it took was 
a suggestion to turn the tide - espe­
cially if it was put forward at such a 
vulnerable time as exams. 
As someone wise once said: "There is 
no force as compelling as fashion, no 
fact more potent than rumour, no sense 
stronger than superstition.· And the 
sixth sense of superstition took a beat­
ing in those days. In other words, if you 
push the right buttons people will 
believe anything. Now my idea - only a 
modest thought - is that if a few myths 
could find their way around, if a . few 
buttons could be pushed, it might prove 
interesting. 
Of course its been done before, I can 
only congratulate whoever it was that 
spread the notion that water in plastic 
bottles will keep dogs off the lawn. The 
classic example of the urban myth, and 
a successful one too, I see the damn 
things everywhere and people swear by 
them. But what good does it do? It 
might keep the curls away, but the bot­
tles look almost as bad, really it's just 
exchanging one eyesore for another. But 
it does serve as a starting point. 
Which side oi 
the bed did 
you get up on 
this morning? 
Did you see the 
person delivering the 
junk mail? Well you 
probably don't realise it 
but it could have a 
dramatic eiiect on the 
way liie treats you. 
Barbara Jones dips into a 
whole swag oi do it 
yourseli iears and takes 
on a iew personal urban 
myCJt"Ce-rrie-s-cr<.Ttr«" K 
bridge too fear. 
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THE HUMAN HEADLINE 
Journalist. Ne�smaker. Dork. 
· There is a· new and terrifying wave of evil spreading across. · our land, disguising itself as 
the right, the just, and the good. 
This wave has as its figurehead a 
man "you eith�r love or hate": Der­
ryn Hinch. 
Hinch is, to me, the epitome of all 
that is wrong with society today. He 
is not a pimp, a drug pusher, or a 
child molester, but he is riding on 
the. backs of sucb people to fame, 
power, and untold wealth. 
And thousands of people around the 
country are sitting back in their lounge­
chairs at 7 o'clock each weeknight, quite 
happily swallowing the Hinch doctrint". 
and somehow feeling good about the fact 
that they are helping this wonderful 
man -in his crusade against all the 
'crooks, con-men and sleaze-bags· (his 
words, not mine). and not realizing that 
they are all just pawns in his game. 
You see, the gospel according to Hinch 
is this: there are Good Guys and Bad 
Guys. Hinch, his intrepid band of repor-. 
· ters, and you the viewer, are of course, 
the Good. Guys. But anyone who gets a 
mention on his program is, unequ­
ivocably and irrevocably, a Bad Guy. 
That's it, no questions asked, no come­
back, no defence, You, the man with one 
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Derryn Hinch 
is an amalgam 
· oi iear and . _; loathin_g in the 
. · . {/ TV cavaty. 
Justin Shaw observes 
him channeling deep into 
a root canal estate nerve. · 
red shoe! Yes you, you're a drunk-driver 
and an arsonist, you scum-bag. I'm 
gonna put your face on 1V and bluster 
about outrages and sleaze-bags, and the 
lobotomized masses who watch my show 
are gonna remember you, and one day 
one of them might meet you in the street 
and spit on you. Then my job will be 
done. Because I won't be happy 'till I've 
sorted this country out into good and 
bad, black and white, Yin and Yang. So 
there. 
Care-less journalism and blind faith 
Why is this man so popular? From the 
days of being nothing more than a con­
troversial egotist who was laughed at by 
most of Melbourne, Hinch has found a 
niche for himself in these days of front­
loading VCRs, sugarless chewing gum, 
and the New Conservatism. It is the lat­
ter that has enabled him to start making 
his mark on the world. 
The New Conservatism (NC) is a sub­
ject that has been, and will be, commen­
ted upon by writers of much greater 
standing and ability than my&elf. But in 
the eyes of this 19 year-old shipping 
clerk and part-time philosopher from 
the outer eastern suburbs of Melbourne, 
the NC means this: · 
• A real education isn't worth shit. 
• Your own opinions aren't worth shit. 
• The only opinions you are allowed to 
have will be given to you by someone on 
1V. 
• We should bring back capital 
punishment. 
• We can stop the spread of AIDS by 
lining all the poofs and whores against a 
fuckin' great wall and shooting 'em. 
And what will be the consequences of 
the NC? Nobody knows, and what's 
worse, nobody cares. More and more 
1ournalists' like Hinch will appear on 1V 
_and radio, each one preaching the 
doctrine of "there's a lot of Bad Guys out 
there, and it's up to us to hate 'em all. If 
you .see anyone who doesn't look like 
you or think like you, report him to me, 
and I'll put him on my Shame File. We 
can't fix the world, but by Christ we're 
gonna make ourselves feel good pretend­
ing to try." 
And all these self-styled public aven­
gers will go on telling us Who, Where, 
When and How, but never once will they 
ask themselves or the public "Why?". 
Why am I so popular? Why did that kid 
overdose just after he held up the 
chemist? There are so many Why's they 
can ask, but they won't, because then 
their shining armour will develop 
chinks, and their fragile egos will be on 
display. 
So,· we the viewers will go on swallow­
ing it. The politicians will jump on the 
bank-wagon, and we'll just let ourselves 
be led by the nose towards God-only­
knows what kind of a world. And none of 
us will give a shit. 
To end, let me quote from a man who I 
don't particularly admire, but some­
times agree with, Bruce Springsteen: 
"Blind faith in your leaders, or in any­
thing, will get you killed.· 
I LIKE TO HUNT 
Girls O�n Hunting Yarns 
Pig Shooting by Betty Eshenbaugh, 
Pittsworth. li you go down in the woods 
today, be sure to guage the reactions oi 
your audience beiore shooting oii your 
.mouth. 
I like to hunt, but being a woman 1 know I have two strikes against me before I even pick up Ule gun 
in this male sport, so I try hard to 
avoid making silly, feminine mis­
takes. 
One morning I went pig shooting with a 
veritable Nimrod who had paid me the 
supreme compliment of stating that I 
was as good i!J. the field as any man he 
had ever hunted with. 
I used a 16-gauge single barrel shot­
gun. . 
Suddenly we sighted a massive razor­
back coming towards us and when my 
companion indicated it was mine I 
raised my gun, took careful aim and 
squeezed the trigger. 
Nothing happened. 
I tried again; still no results. 
By this time the pig caught our scent 
and lumbered away. 
Understandably, my friend was upset. 
He took my gun, pulled back the bolt 
and caught the ejected shell in his 
hand. Looking at it in utter disbelief he 
started to howl with laughter. 
When he handed it to me, I saw to my 
horror it was my lipstick - the exact 
size and shape of a 16-gauge shell. 
Blushing furiously I remembered drop­
ping it into my jacket pocket with some 
loose shells. 
Between roars of laughter my friend 
managed to gasp out: 
"You certainly meant to smear him this 
timer· 
I quickly reloaded, this time with real 
shells, pulled the trigger and cut my 
companion's guffaws short by blasting 
away one half of his face and neck. 
"You'll be laughing out of the other side 
of your puss from now on,· I shouted 
with glee. 
. His body was never found. 
c 
Salman 
There's no 
such thing as 
... · �- _ .... bad publicity -� .-��· ' 
�--�� J·ust ask the ;;-:· · 
,..��� guy who was 
selling "Burn, Bundy 
Burn" T·Shirts outside 
the jail. And in the great 
·Salman rush to cash in, 
Cliiiord Clawback sits 
upstream un£athoming 
the mystery. 
J ust when Iran stopped killing millions of its young peopl� in a crazy, futile war and started 
to act like a half reasonable country 
trying to get on with the serious 
business of making a few bucks out 
of the oil reserves, the Ayatollah 
pulled one out of the hat and set off 
a new wave of Islamic fundamen­
talism and death. 
Putting out the contract on Salman 
Rushdie is just another display of the 
Ayatollah's quirky sense of humour and 
refusal to live in the real world. Any 
publicity hack with half a brain (that is 
most of them -Ed) could have told him 
that the best way to make Satanic Ver­
ses a world-wide, number-one best 
seller was to ban it and order the death 
of the author. 
Obviously Khomeni has no access to 
skilled media management and so, even 
though he has made Salman a little 
twitchy. he has also made him a very 
rich man. Only the Bible has ever come 
this close to getting this much free 
publicity. Full marks must go to Sal­
man's publishers who picked up the ball 
and 'ran. They have turned the 
mumblings of a religous nut into a su­
perb media campaign. 
Let's face the facts. Salman wasn't a 
massive seller and Satanic Verses was 
on the nose. Peter Carey had walked 
away with the Booker Prize and Satanic 
Verses was headed for the remainder 
tables. The reason was simple. It was a 
dear stupid book and terminally boring 
into the barg(iin. 
When it arrived at the Cane Toad 
Times Office, we were prepared for the 
worst. We thought it might be poetry. 
But readers can rest easy. While it 
might be Satnanic, we could only find 
two Verses in the whole thing. Then we 
thought that maybe, given the title, the 
book might support the theory that all 
poetry was the work of the devil. Once 
again we were disappointed. 
The story seems to be about two "mor­
tal" opponents who miraculously survive 
an in-flight explosion event but are 
never quite the same again: I'm hearing 
voices, what is good? what is bad? The 
devil made me do it - you know the sort 
of thing. There is a bit of hanky-panky 
in a brothel where all the prostitutes 
take on the names of Mohammad's 
wives but we couldn't find any really 
good, hot sex. 
Should they kill Salaman Rushdie? 
Well, Satanic Verses doesn't supply a lot 
of good reasons why he should go on 
living but that is his 'problem. Would 
you want him on a double date? 
Probably not. Nevertheless, the Cane 
Toad Times defends the rights of dead 
boring people to write dead boring books 
as 'long as it isn't poetry so send in 
those death threats and let's see if we 
can generate some world-wide publicity 
for the Toad. 
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I 
Peking into the future! Want Tibet? Consult the Dao Jones Index. 
ciencc has brought us a long way. But the sorts of people who fall 
victim to the hocus pocus of the Toad de Ching are going to ruin all 
of that.- Over the last ten years exhaustive studies of the Toad de 
Ching have invoived many thousands of dollars and hundreds of 
researchers. In these studies literally millions of toads were cap­
tured, studied and horribly tortured. (Did you know that toads are so 
different to human eyes that if you stick your finger up them, stomp them with 
your size twelve Docs, flick them with your braces and generally shove things 
into their eyes you learn practically nothing useful? It is difficult, is it not, to 
avoid being overawed by the majesty of science). 
The results of these studies demonstrate conclusively (within the realms of statistical fooling about) 
that the Toad de Ching has only moderate predictive capacity. 
Clearly the change in objective material conditions have impacted on the prognosticatory aspects of 
the Toad de Ching (even if it had any). 
But the main problem for us was that we couldn't understand the mystical mumbo jumbo that 
parades as advice. Thankfully Kosha has placed the readings of the Toad de Ching into a form in which 
they can be understood by those who admire clarity and precision. Now we can prove that the whole 
thing is a total sham. But we will need extensive funding and more white coats. 
B.F. SKINHEAD 
40� 
1 
SilTING 
u 
u 
u 
u 
HUNGRY THE TOAD SITS 
NO MOVEMENT NO THOUGHT 
SUCCESS IN EXCESS 
Mouths above, mouths below. But no tail! 
The hunger consumes itself. Emptiness, 
no thought. This state is borne down by 
its own weight. 
COMMENTARY 
Pay-dirt! You lucky bastard. Why do you 
deseiVe the success, eh, when there are 
thousands of us who are just as deseiV­
ing? I hope you drown in your cham­
pagne. Without doing anything and 
without having to use one of your pre­
cious brain cells you hit the jack pot. I 
Hope you get the jack! 
2 
PROGRESS 
u 
u 
T 
T 
MOVING FORWARD SMOOTHLY 
THE TOAD IS BALANCED 
SUCCESS IN MODERATION 
Two heads in front. two taUs behind. 
Everything has found its place. Progress 
is possible. Evenhandedness meets with 
good fortune. 
COMMENTARY 
The Toadagramme of the surf lifeboat. 
The all-pull-together approach that this 
toadagramme is trying to push down 
your neck is a con. The conservative 
bastards who devised this system were 
paid by people in positions of authority 
to make passive slaves out of all the 
poor slobs who used the Toad de Ching. 
Looks like you'll be another one. 
3 
TEARING APAR T 
T 
T 
u 
u 
THE TOAD SWIMS AWAY FROM ITSELF 
DIVISION BEGINS AND 
CONI'INUES SINKING 
Thlo taUs move away from two heads. All 
is not in its place. Splitting. Energy is 
lost, movement not possible. Misfortune. 
COMMENTARY 
Tell me you didn't really throw this one 
and that you're just reading through the 
toadagrammes. You're not? In that case, 
it looks like your head and your nether 
regions are going in opposite directions. 
If you're in a relationship you'd better 
make love 'til you can't stand up 
straight. 'Cause it ain't gonna go on 
much longer. If you're not in a 
relationship something equally 
traumatic is going to happen. 
4 
DUPLICI1Y 
T 
u 
T 
u 
FROM WITHIN COMES DIVISION 
NO LEADING NO FOLLOWING 
DANGER IS HIDDEN 
Mouth follows taU. Above and below. 
Appl!arance of movement. Direction is not 
given. Direction is not taken. Progress 
cannot occur. 
COMMENTARY 
Is that a knife in your back or are you 
just sad to see me? You know that really 
good friend of yours? The one you've 
known for ages and think of as one of 
the family. Yeah, that one. S/he is going 
to betray you so viciously you will never 
recover. Your only chance is to get in 
·first. 
5 
RETARDING 
u 
T 
T 
u 
HAMPERED 
THE TOAD MOVES SWWLY FORWARD 
HUNGER FOLLOWS DISQWET 
A mouth gives direction to following tails. 
A mouth gnaws from behind. It weakens, 
but does not weaken. Irritation. 
COMMENTARY 
No matter how high you go, no matter 
how much you achieve you will never get 
the monkey off your back. Whether it's 
smack, dope, alcohol, nicotine, food, 
sugar or sex It all comes down to the 
same thing: You're an addict. 
6 
FORGING 
u 
T 
T 
T 
WITH GREAT EFFORT 1HE TOAD MOVES 
OVERCOMING ALL UNSTOPPABLE 
CAUI'ION REQUIRED 
Mouth in front. TaUs behind. A Maximum 
of velocity. A Minimum of Direction. 
Significant movement. The Goal may be 
hidden. 
COMMENTARY 
The toadagramme of the human cannon 
ball. You're certainly headed somewhere 
in a hurry. But it isn't clear that you're 
getting anywhere. If you'll be lucky and 
it will all amount to something. Maybe 
not. 
History of the Toad de Ching 
Three thousand years ago a band of 
itinerant monks were washed up on 
the shores of a small island near 
Hawaii. They were followers of the 
Toadist philosophy who had been 
persecuted in their native Puerto 
Rico. They swore on the skull of 
their pet cane toad, which had been 
killed during the escape, to spread 
the toad, the philosophy of Toadism 
and the system of future divination 
that came to be called "Toad de 
Ching." 
In Hawaii, the monks were welcomed at 
the court of Chief Jusaysisi Ratty 0'­
Mara and eventually became close ad­
visers to the Chief, due to the success of 
their methods for predicting the future. 
When the chief was overthrown in a 
bloodless coup by the evil genius, work­
ing class Intellectual and lacrosse player 
Colonel Readbooka the sect was once 
again persecuted and many of their 
texts were destroyed. 
Upon moving to Australia, the monks 
(disguised as C.S.I.R.O. scientists) 
began to spread the cane toad, Toadist 
philosophy and the Toad de Ching. 
But they got on the piss and that was 
the end of that. 
A brief note on Toadist philosophy 
Toadism may be understood if its 
four basic principles are fully com­
prehended. These are: 
THE DIVINE RIGHT OF TOADS 
Toadists believe that cane toads have 
been formed In the image of the great 
sage and perfect M.C. Lord D.J. Buffo 
M and spend many hours contemplat­
ing and not contemplating the backs of 
7 
PURSUIT 
T 
T 
u 
T 
MOVING AWAY 
THE TOAD IS FOLWWED 
BY ANO'IHER UNCERTAINlY 
TaUs disappear. A mouth appears. 
Propelled forward. The paths identical. A 
chase seems imminent. But all is not 
known. 
COMMENTARY 
Jesus, how long has that car been be­
hind you? And that guy over there is 
looking at you again. I'm sure he was on 
your bus. I hope you realize that they 
are everywhere, watching everything, 
checking up on everybody. This time it 
could be you they're after. If they are 
running won't help. 
8 
ACCORD 
u 
T 
u 
T 
DIFFERENCES EXIST 
THE WWER SUPPORTS 
THE UPPER BENEFITS 
PROGRESS FOR ALL SEEMS POSSffiLE 
GOOD FOR1UNE FOR SOME 
A head is followed by a tail. Above and 
below. The taa is not the head. The head 
is not the taU. And yet they appear to be 
in agreement. Success for those above. 
COMMENTARY 
Have you heard the one about this 
government that was supposed to be for 
the workers? Turns out to be controlled 
by Big Business and a Conservative 
Bureaucracy and fools the workers into 
accepting a decline in living standards 
for the poor and a rise for the rich? No? 
. Still, it all looks peaceful enough and at 
least some people are better off. 
r 
cane toads. (When the Toad de Ching 
originated the future was read through 
obseiVing the pattern of the lumps on 
the backs of the toads.) 
TiiE USE OF SUBSTANCES 
Monks of the Toadist sect were also 
committed to taking vast quantities of 
mind altering chemicals. It was writ­
ten: "The more the mind is altered the 
more it stays the same.· (From the 
Book of Four Toads, Volume One, Part 
Three, Page Nine, Column Two, Line 
Fourteen) Mind altering chemicals were 
particularly useful for coping with the 
mind numbing boredom of contemplat­
ing the backs of toads. (The poison 
sacks of the toad did not go unnoticed.) 
TiiE TRANSPARENT SOLE 
The belief in the transparency of the 
sole is central to Toadist philosophy. 
Toad is ts held that the feet were the 
very essence of being. The feet united, 
in the same instant, the past, present 
and future and thus were merely 
points of movement that were without 
form. Thus, the action of the feet 
revealed the fundamental truths of ex­
istence. Separately the feet had mean­
ing, together they did not. To the back 
foot, it is the present and the front foot 
the future. To the front foot, it is the 
present and the back foot the past. The 
present, then, was in neither but was 
movement itself and could not be seen, 
but only seen through. (Unfortunately, 
a preoccupation with their feet meant 
that Toadist monks were prone to fall­
ing over.) 
NOT EATING VERY MUCH 
The Toadist sect was never a very 
affiuent organisation. So they didn't eat 
very much. But being very bright folk, 
they decided to incorporate this into 
their philosophy to justify the inability 
of the group to provide enough to eat. 
9 
MINOR DISCORD 
u 
u 
T 
u 
().· 
STILLNESS IS BROKEN 
ITHOWSSWAY 
THE TOAD STIRS DISRUPTION 
A Tail appears. Where only emptiness 
was. Uniformity persists. But the seeds 
of change are sown. Reform. 
COMMENTARY 
The lights are low, music plays softly in 
'the background the alcohol is starting to 
take effect on both of you and the night 
is looking good. Your lover leans gently 
across, head on your shoulder and 
quietly whispers: "I think I'm HIV posi­
tive.· Nothing happens for a while. But 
it will. 
� 10 PUSHING 
u 
\!) 
T 
\.'" .. 
u 
u 
MOVING UPWARD 
IN ACCORD WITH ITS NATURE 
THE TOAD SEEKS FULFILMENT 
The taU rises. Displacing a mouth. Inner 
forces dictate this course. Propriety 
remains at a distance. Great benefit is 
possible. 
COMMENTARY 
This toadagramme goes with the one 
above. They cover ·some of the early 
stages of the technicolour yawn. In 
toadagramme 10 it was like you had a 
pain in your stomach. Now you've accep­
ted that the big spit is inevitable and 
resigned yourself to getting it all up. 
You'll feel a lot better in the morning. 
Though you'll look a complete fool for 
the time being. 
How to use the Toad de Ching 
The system used below was first 
developed by the ancient monarch 
King Wendy who simplified the 
method based on readings of the 
backs of toads. 
King Wendy used a toad skin stretched 
across a frame made from the wood of a 
mountain cypress. This was called a 
grot. The toad skin was dyed turquoise 
on one side and puce on the other. 
One of sixteen readings (or 
toadagrammes) may be derived from 
four throws of the grot (you could use a 
coin). Starting from the bottom, these 
four throws are recorded (U if the upper 
side is turquoise and T if it is puce). The 
first and second throws constitute the 
lower or Arthar section, the third and 
fourth throws the upper or Marthar sec­
tion. The Table below may be used to 
identify the appropriate toadagramme. 
When addressing the Toaa de Ching 
the devotee must attempt to fix their 
mind on the inside of the left foot and 
the outside of the right while imagining 
the big toes becoming the little toes and 
vice versa. 
The readings below are made up of 
three sections. The first is the most an­
cient deriving, probably, from the texts 
brought by the monks who travelled 
from Hawaii. These texts were further 
developed during the last period of the 
reign of Chief Jusaysisi Ratty O'Mara. 
The third section is a commentary on 
the first two sections designed to help 
those unfamiliar with Toadism and the 
Toad de Ching. 
11 
TiiOUGHT 
T 
u 
T 
T 
WITHIN ACTION A SPARK 
NOTUGHTING 
THE TOAD SEEKS ANSWERS 
Total movement is broken. A mouth 
among taUs. Not leading, it must .find its 
place. Resolution from within. Or not at 
alL 
COMMENTARY 
It's all Col Col Col with you, isn't it? But 
where's all this hassling getting you? 
Ever wondered why you spend all this 
time frantically keeping yourself busy? 
It's because nqthing you do will ever 
amount to anything. Some day you 
might begin to work it out. Then again 
you might be. How the hell would I 
know! What's your problem? This didn't 
cost you anything. 
• 
12 
INWARDNESS 
?z 
T 
u 
u 
T 
EMPTINESS AT THE CORE 
GROWING ACTIVITY CEASES 
CONfEMPIATION 
Mouths within taUs. Force on emptiness, 
has no effect Emptiness within force, 
has no direction. Success from turning in. 
COMMENTARY 
It really isn't as though cancer kills 
everybody who gets it. And why not look 
on the bright side, it might just be heart 
disease. Basically, the party's over. The 
time has come to take stock and there 
might not be a lot there any more. When 
was the last time you looked? You're not 
getting any younger you know. Consider 
the sound of one artery hardening. 
MARTHAR 
T T U 
T U T 
u 
u 
u 
u 3 13 10 1 
A 
R 
T 
H 
A 
R 
T 
u 15 4 s. 9 
u 
T 7 12 8 14 
T 
T 16 11 6 2 
Throwing up and dissecting what sticks, Toadist 
philosophy goes a long way to explaining how you feel 
about waking up tomorrow morning. 
INSTRUCTIONS: 
I. Get four coins 2. One at a time, throwthem up and 
let them land. 3o Using pen and paper, aJJot the 
throws like this: 
Fourth Throw U (Heads) or T (Tails) 
T (Tails) 
T (Tails) 
T (Tails) 
Third Throw U (Heads) or 
Second Throw U (Heads) or 
First Throw U (Heads) or 
4. This is your Toadagramme. 
s. Now consult the Toad de ching 
GRAPHIC: LISA SMITH 
TOADAGRAMMES: TERRY MURPHY 
TEXT: IAN COOK 
13 
DISAPPEARING 
T 
u 
u 
u 
w 
MOVEMENT BEYOND 
LEAVES STIILNESS WITHOUT TRACE 
THE TOAD SHEDS ITS SKIN 
The taU moves away from mouths. 
Emptiness asserts itself. But is without 
effect. It cannot be seen, it cannot see 
itself. 
COMMENTARY 
Go away, go a very long way away, and 
don't come back. No one will worry. No 
one will even care. It's not as If you're 
doing that much here. Believe me, we 
won't be any the worse off. We probably 
won't be better off either. 
14 
BEGINNING 
u 
u 
u 
T 
A TOAD IS BORN 
UNSURE UNDEVEWPED 
THE JOURNEY BEGINS 
Much mouth, little taU. As a trickle of 
water. Feebly searching its way. As yet 
unaware that its way has begun. 
COMMENTARY 
Imagine a toadpole. Now squash it. Feel 
better? Gee, it works for me. Anyway, 
not much seems to be happening, so 
there isn't too much to worry about. Ex­
cept that you're pretty small and vul­
nerable and could easily get the biggest 
head job of the end of your life from any­
thing bigger than you. 
15 A HUNGER 
-�- ., . 
u 
MOVEMENT IS TAKEN FROM BEHIND 
THE TOAD'S COURSE 
BRINGS NO SATISFACTION 
United and directed, the taUs propel 
forward. Their path leads away from the 
mouth. Satiation impossible. The hunger 
continues despite the effort. 
COMMENTARY 
Munchies, munchies and more 
munchies. Even though you know that 
eating won't do you any go0d you just 
can't help yourself, can you? So you 
wind up feeling like you've just eaten the 
entire Broncos front row and you're still 
fanging. You. could end up very fat, but 
not necessarily in a physical sort of way. 
Make Inquiries into laxatives of the soul. 
16 
MOVEMENT 
T 
T 
T 
T 
MOVEMENT UPON MOVEMENf 
THE TOAD WITHOUT DESIRE 
WITHOUT DIRECTION 
All taUs, no mouth. Absence of wanting 
frees from need. Lacking purpose, action 
arises from selflessness and truth. 
COMMENTARY 
The toadagramme of the headless 
chicken. With nowhere to go and no 
reason to go there you can't go wrong. 
Of course you can't go far either. But it 
is a small price to pay -to get away from 
mental torture you put yourself through. 
O.K. so it won't last. Nothing does. Still, 
it was fun while it lasted. Talk about a 
rush! 
�41 
42� 
ONE NIKE IN THE GRAVE 
Running on the W'rong track 
GRAPHIC: GAYNOR CARDEW 
Where have all the joggers gone? I once asked one, "Why are you exercising 
this way?" His reply summed it up: 
"So I can die healthy." I remember 
when you could look out the win­
dow at some unearthly hour of the 
morning and invariably you would 
see a jogger or two huffing past. Not 
anymore. It appears people are not 
running. 
Oh, I'll grant you they're still 
around, but in ever diminishing 
numbers. To quote the late Profes­
sor Julius Sumner Miller, "Why is it 
so?" 
It seems there has been some good 
news for those of you whose main exer­
cise routines have consisted only of 
jumping to conclusions, stretching the 
truth, or bouncing cheques. Dr. Roger 
McCarter, of the University of Texas, has 
SUE WISEL'f ASKED ·fOR PRooF oF IDENTr"T-y 
8EFOR..E. ALLOWING. HIM TO ENTER.. 
Ever since the 
guy's muscles 
turned to 
liquid in the 
Sydney 
Marathon, people have 
been questioning the 
wisdom oi jogging. We 
cross now at a leisurely 
pace to Leonard Ryzman 
ior the sport report. 
concluded that exercise might not be 
good for you after all. 
Dr. McCarter decided this while con­
ducting research on people's lifespans. 
His Rate of Living theory suggests that 
we are genetically constrained in the 
number of calories we can burn during 
our lives. We can only gain a pre­
determined amount of energy from our 
eating, differing for each individual, 
before we burn out. His theory is that if 
you use up those calories quickly by ex­
ercising, then your lifespan could be 
shortened. Dr. McCarter's controversial 
claim is that eating whatever you like 
and exercising only minimally, will allow 
you to live longer. 
This will be heartening news, though 
less welcome to heart specialists, if you 
interpret 'completing a triathlon' to 
mean having a pie, a hamburger and a 
can of beer. The scientific community is 
not yet convinced that Dr. McCarter is 
correct. But devotees of Norm, that 
symbol of 'armchair Australia', will be 
saying, "I knew it all along. • 
Jogged to our senses 
Apart from the research at the Univer­
sity of Texas, there is a growing belief 
that excessive exercise is hazardous to 
your health. Earlier this year, a report to 
the American Association for the Advan­
cement of Science detailed how male 
Olympic athletes were being made 
sterile. Tests also showed that female 
university athletes were experiencing in­
fertility. Phew! Didn't you just know you 
were making the right decision when 
you opted out of training for Olympic 
races! 
So maybe you became one of the jog­
gers - until you came to your senses 
and gave that up too. I've looked into 
this phenomenon - this non-running -
and have found that it goes a little 
deeper than just a few scientists' 
research reports. It takes a lot more 
charisma to influence the masses. Non­
running, as a popular non-movement, 
can be traced back to former Presiden­
tial aspirant, Senator Edward Kennedy 
in the United States. His famous 1984 
quote received world-wide media 
coverage: "I do not choose to run." This 
isn't as poetic as brothers John and 
Robert, but much greater in impact. 
Following Kennedy's lead, we then had 
Bill Hayden on the local scene confirm­
ing, ·rm not interested in running.· 
Treasurer Paul Keating seemed glad­
dened by this. Perhaps he also opposes 
exercise. 
Historians continue to argue the true 
origins of non-running. We can go back 
to economist John Maynard Keynes, 
who said, "In the long run, we are all 
dead." If you have a very good memory, 
you might even recall philosopher Plato: 
"Attention to health is the greatest 
hindrance to life." But, by and large, 
people have discovered non-running in 
the 1980's. 
Out of breath, sore-legged Australians 
by the thousands are joining millions 
overseas in casting aside their expensive 
running shoes. They just drop by the 
wayside where they lie down, close their 
eyes and smile contentedly. These 
people are busy discovering the most 
relaxing new trend to hit the nation 
since sleep-walking: not running. 
After years or just days of strenuous 
overexertion, the question is being as­
ked, 'Why?' Why drive yourself to ex­
haustion? Why pretend pain is good for 
you when you're not going to play in the 
VFL Grand Final? Why run? Instead, 
why shouldn't we not-run? Today, not­
running is our slowest, yet fastest­
growing activity. 
Running out of reason 
The Bureau of Statistics estimates that 
there are more than 15 million non­
runners in Australia alone. What kind of 
people are they? Crackpots? Eccentrics? 
Not at all. These non-runners are very 
much like you and me, including in­
dividuals from all walks, or non-walks of 
life. No matter who you are, you can 
take part - or you can take all. 
Not-running is also popular because 
it"s cheap. You can not-run in your 
street clothes. Many non-runners have 
been doing it all their lives. Others have 
only recently kicked the running habit 
to join the growing ranks of the unrun. 
They spend billions of dollars annually 
on products totally unconnected with 
running. Without them, and their non­
running related expenditure, the world 
· economy would fold instantly. 
But the economic gain from non­
running is only part of it. There's also 
the spiritual side, as they are linked by 
a common bond. Non-runners will often 
wave to other non-runners they don't 
even know. Sometimes they'll even invite 
them to dinner. 
There is a psychological lift that comes 
with this inactivity. After the first hour 
of not-running, you become elated by 
the realisation that you aren't pounding 
the pavement in the rain or dancing 
across a dusty oval under a hot sun. It's 
an indefinable sense of peace and calm. 
I've met some people who are capable 
of going 24 hours a day without a single 
running step. Even more amazing are 
those who combine not-running with 
mental discipline. They reach a stage 
where they don't even think about run­
ning for many months. 
The best feature of not-running is that 
it"s so easy. It can be enjoyed anytime, 
anyplace - on hills, in valleys, in the 
. shower, at the dinner table - anywhere 
you like. Even at your local swimming 
pool, you'll find the message spreading. 
On a poolside wall, you'll see a sign that 
reads, 'Do not run'. 
But before you hit the hammock to 
take this news lying down, there's one 
more thing to consider. Last month, 
another medical report confirmed that 
prolonged rest causes problems. Three 
weeks . of prone inactivity is said to 
result in a physicat decline equal to 30 
years of ageing. So even if you take a 
stand, it's hard. to keep up with the 
changing research findings. 
There is, however, one way you can 
keep a step ahead. Give up that mild ac­
tivity of jumping to conclusions. You'll 
still keep fit because you'll at least be 
exercising restraint. 
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When you wish upon a star, it makes a big 
di££erence what sign you are, or so say 
astrologers. But an irrational iear is much 
more explicable than a rational one. Like 
Decemberphobia, ior instance. Hey, don't 
get us wrong, some oi our best friends are 
Sagittarians, it's just that around Xmas time they 
advertise their presents. Louise Inglis, born to be in 
the Archer Family since birth, sees all. 
When my girlfriends and I lit up in the High School toilets, we'd always break 
the match if three smokes were lit 
from it. Some girls carried it further 
and would rather not have theirs lit 
at all if they were number three. 
They would demand a fresh strike 
and everybody respected their 
rights. 
In skimpy summer uniforms - in my 
day they barely concealed the lower 
foundation garment - it was impossible 
to conceal packets of this and boxes of 
that. So our index fingers would dive 
down our brassieres and hunt around 
for another match. In the tropics it was 
difficult to have a dry one by lunch 
time ... but you could 'bumfuck' and that 
wasn't bad luck. 
As habit would have it, I still, as a 
grown up, find myself snapping the 
match in the ashtray if it has lit thrice. 
But these days I don't tell my friends. 
I know it's terribly ideologically un­
sound to fashion stories around a 
product that is reputedly - or dis­
reputedly - responsible for 88,000 
deaths in each year, but there is just 
one more ... 
Inversion therapy 
As a worker in the field of adolescents, I 
learn this: open out the flap 'neath the 
flip-top of a packet of fags and note the 
number. Count in from the left along the 
back row and invert that cigarette. No 
matter how many people bludge from 
you, they will not touch that one. It'd be 
bad luck. 
I try to tell them that it would make 
better economic sense - albeit more 
hazardous to the self in the health 
department - if they turned them all 
upside down, then none could be 
bludged. 
They say I don't understand. My sense 
of superstition is under-developed. 
However I am driven to .test it. I invert 
all mine and defy them to take one. They 
do. All of them. · 
One of them offers me her packet in 
response to my bludge. There's only one 
left - filter up. I don't take it. 
"See? You believe it!" 
"No I don't. I'm just too polite to take 
anyone's last cigarette!" I think I believe 
what I'm saying ... 
Time marches on and thank Christ 
everybody's given up smoking. 
The Decembers of my discontent 
In December 1982 I was ungratefully 
discharged from a youth work job where 
I had served in a diligent and dedicated 
fashion for two years. Actually I had 
resigned with notice and was pissed off 
and paid out on the spot. (Probably a 
fine for staying there too long.) 
In December 1983 I experienced a 
temporary demise in the Sisterhood 
Values Department. I fell in love with a 
married man. It was cladestine and 
agonising. I plummetted into self-inves­
tigation re my feminist principals. But I 
hung in ... 
In December 1984 his wife discovered 
her husband's impropriety. She made 
his life difficult (understandablel). He 
made mine difficult (unforgivablel). But 
he moved in (silly mel). 
December 1985 marked my great es­
cape. Horribly stressed at home, (he was 
still my live-in lover). and at work, (he 
was by then my boss). I fled to the com­
fort of family and friends in distant 
parts. I never returned to the man or the 
job. 
December 1986 found me happy and 
content. Unnerved by this phenomenon, 
I spent many hours pondering Pearl 
Harbour. 
December 1988. Now that was a big 
one - probably to make up for '87. I 
didn't have time to think about Pearl 
Harbour. 
I lost my boyfriend of 12 months. He 
took the typewriter. My first novel was 
rejected. I received a tax cheque one 
third of the estimated refund and 
couldn't afford Christmas with my 
family. Bankcard told me that I owed 
them a grand and I had no available 
credit. I had my bag with keys, licence, 
passport, cashed dole. cheque and an 
only photo of my dog stolen. The bag 
was a present from my sister. 
Now some of my best friends are Sag- · 
gitarians and they know me not to be 
the superstitious type. 
BUT ... 
To all of you I say: good luck for 22 Nov 
- 22 Dec 1989. Indlvldual greeting 
cards will be sent in EARLY November, 
but please don't send me any party in­
vitations. 
I shall be available after Christmas 
when the Capricorns come out - just to 
be on the safe side. 
Use Order Form on page 39 
so we can show you her toothbrush ... 
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f.S.�t;i -: lorn not American 
and her 
"I AM NOT AMERICAN" Torso Shirt 
for International Toothbrushers everywhere! 
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POBox32�. 
Woolloongabba 
Q4I02 
Dear Salman 
What do you think of 
the publlcity so far? 
Spielberg is interested in the film 
rights! How does "Return of the 
Jihad" sound? 
Dead Cert Promotions 
Above the smog line 
Hollywood 
Dear Son 
That death threat idea 
of yours is wo,.-king 
just great, and sales of our book 
are going real well. Make sure 
you sell him on my life story. 
Satanic Salman's Dear Old Dad­
Hoodwinking lslams by the 
Gross! Ah, gotta go, there's 
"Hands off to the Ayotollah" on 
TV. 
Love 
MrKhomeini 
DearCTT 
Just think, when the 
tobacco companies 
can't use sport for advertising, 
where are they gonna go? Well, 
they could come over to my 
house and put as many of their 
billboards as they goddamn llke 
all over my place, and on the 
footpath too if they want to. 
Then they can sponsor a celebrity 
lung buster display and have a 
celeberity coughing contest too! 
It'd be great. These guys can use 
my place anytime. 
R Winfield 
Cancer Ward 3 
The Local Hospital 
Hey Salman 
Here's a bomb right up 
yer bum. 
Cat Stevens 
Deep in prayer 
EMI 
DearCTT 
Crisis. What crisis? 
Owner-builders 
Association 
DearCTT 
It's the Salman the 
Ayatollah rejects that 
makes the Ayatollah pay %0 
million dollar. 
Mercenary Muslimes everywhere 
DearCTT 
We've got a lot of bad 
press lately, so we've 
decided to offer a whole host of 
discounts and special deals as in· 
centives. Why, in business class 
we'll even suck you off! 
United Airlines 
DearCTT 
Well, I had a jolly 
good look at the 
charts last night and I've got 
some good news and some bad 
news. Mrs Janet Foster, you are 
going to win Gold Lotto with a 
system based on the penis sizes 
of your eight husbands. Mr Brian 
Curtain, you are going to be run 
over at %0.03 am next Thursday 
by a yellow %963 F"aat with a 
slight oil leak. The F"aat will have 
to wait %8 hours in Prince Char· 
les Casualty. You will have a 
barked shin. 
Kisha 
Inside a crystal ball (with little 
snowflakes as well) 
Rupert's Desk 
DearCTT 
Here's some predic­
tions you haven't 
found yet. Prince Charles and 
Shirley McLean will be abducted 
by allens in %990. They will 
undergo amazing cosmic surgery 
and win the Marathon at the 
Barcelona Olympics. Rex Mossop 
and Derryn Hinch will appear in 
court on the same charge. A cure 
for AIDS will be found in a 
tomato sauce bottle. If this 
doesn't happen, something else 
will. Honest. 
Nostradamus 
Not going to He down 
and be dead 
Not for nobody 
"Sorry" seems to 
be the easiest 
word dep't: 
Sorry Bondy, Sorry 
Bernie, Sorry Haze, 
Sorry Bob, Sorry Jews, 
Sorry World, Sorry 
Jesus, Sorry Tammy, 
Sorry Passengers, Sorry 
Folks 
Bernie, A WU, Bob, Ita, the Nazis, 
the Ozone Layer, the Romans, 
Jim Bakker, Boeing, the Queens­
land Cricket Team 
for sure! 
DearCTT 
Don't you worry 
about that. Next year 
. Alan, Carl, Dirk 
and the rest of the gang 
DearCTT 
Spill? What spill? You 
don't llke our free 
grease and oil offer? Ends %999. 
Hurry in with your penguins. 
Exxon 
Alaska 
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Back issue investors ravage CTT Lifestyle Accessories 
Yes, due to the canny response or shrewd back issue buyers, CTI now has a severely l imited 
number or complete sets or back issues. So please make sure that you have the funding in place 
before you send for one or the LAST FIVE complete sets or CTI issues, number one through to 
number 12 at the astoundingly low low price or $500! Yes-those or you who picked up a run set 
from last issue's order form for the crazy low price of$120 are sitting on an investment at least 
200 times more inflationary than Alan Bond. 
And for the cash flow limited, we have a wondrous bargain opportunity! Issues one through 12, 
excluding incredibly rare number #8, for only $300! Same ()rice as# 1 on its own! When you think that 
just 3 months ago this set was on sale for a mere $69, you can appreciate their future value. 
Lucky Group Prices #1-#12: $500 (five sets only), #1-#12 (excluding #8) $300 (5 sets only) 
#2-#12 (excluding #8) $66.60. Special superstitious price! #3-#12 (excluding #8) $51 
Individual prices marked below covers. Remember, sooner or later, all these prices will rise. 
Get lots or lucky back issues today! 
taodcJld (o�Rv p+� 
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#4 Food & Corruption ................ $6 
- a. . ... -··- -. ----.-. � 
#10 Birthday Issue ..................... $6 #11Music & Money .................. $13 #12 Art & PeNersion ................ $6 
Use Order Form on page 39 
Think of all the rotten things 
that could happen to you on 
the way to the newsagent! 
A black cat could cross your path, a 
ladder could fall on you, a Jumbo jet could 
fall on you, a ladder and a Jumbo jet 
could fall on you, you could be kidnapped 
by terrorists and be forced to committ 
unspeakable and degrading acts on 
members of our society that are considered 
to be of the lower class of primates, or they 
could force you to watch TV sport all day, 
every day, or a runaway truck could run 
over your head leaving you little scope for 
advancement other than as a series of 
experiments at a local university . or the 
police might arrest you for jaywalking or 
anything really and then you wouldn't have 
enough bail money except the $5.00 you 
were going to the newsagents with to buy 
the Cane Toad Times that you needn't 
have moved from the relative safety of your 
home to get. You could be hassled by 
Mormons or Hare Krishnas or 
Scientologists or any number of wierd 
religious devotees committed to making 
your life as insignificant as possible, or 
local louts with nothing better to do than 
to stove your head in with a piece of 4x2 
could sneak up behind you and interfere 
with your personal liberty and leave you a 
bloodied mess in some nondescript back 
alley. 
Yes, when you think about it, subscrib­
ing to the CTT for the amazingly new low 
price of $15 (save $5 on news agent price) 
is really the only guaranteed method of 
obtaining all four issues without serious 
loss of life or limb. Do it now before ... oh, 
excuse me, I just saw someone going to the 
news agents devoured by a runaway circus 
lion ... Do it Toady! Do it today! 
THE PATH TO SUBSCRIBING IS 
POST OFFICE BOX 3%I 
WOOLLOONGABBA Q4I02 
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